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Can any pleasure we are 
allowed to taste be compared with 
the indescribable joy of casting aside every form 
of restraint and breaking every 
conceivable law? 


Better that the whole 
world should be destroyed and ; 
perish utterly than that a free man should ¥% 
refrain from one act to which » 
his nature moves him. 


TAKE YOUR DESIRES FOR REALITY 


WW CAN THE MASSES BE MAD 


DESIRE THEIR OWN R 


- 
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A. FASCINATION: SPECTACLE SEDUCED 
BY ITS OWN PROMISCUITY 
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INTERNATIONAL MAGAZINE OF MULTIPLE ORIGINS 


THE DESTRUCTION OF MEANING AND THE MEANING OF DE 
STRUCTION 
€ 

SINCE the time of Plato when the malign influence of Socrates first 
entered western thought states(wo)men and philosophers have sought!to 
reduce (wo)mankind to the banality of coherence.. It is not surprising 
that the concept of the subconscious was later introduced as an occult 
connecting principle. However to us the question of the subconscious 
does not arise. While we remain conscious we diligently avoid debating 
psychological abstractions. } 
We have never mistaken negation for synthesis. To us it is enough to 
have read Debord to be able to quote Marx quoting Hegel. We have 
studiously avoided reading Hegel in the original and we are under-fio 
illusions as to the reactionary nature of ‘scientific socialism’. .-Social 
science is paternalism materialised. ite 

The question of the authentic no longer arises not because we have 
dealt with it adequately but because we have avoided dealing with it. 
Everything is true, nothing is permitted. Not either/or, ‘or even, either 
OF, OF, OF... but either/and. 3 : 

It has become a commonplace that philosophy is to ‘literature what 
slapstick is to comedy. However there is still a career to be mined from 
eulogizing this banality. j 

‘Take Your Desires For Reality’ is the ultimate slogan for power be- 
cause the confusion of the desire principle with the reality principle 
is less dangerous to those in authority than contagious hyperreality in 
a non-referential world. Unless of course one happens. to be a professor 
at a Parisian university. : 


BEYOND CHAOS, BEYOND COHERENCE 
Introduction: To Have as Goal Practical Truth. 


TO practically examine the question of truth it is necessary to spread 
ideas that are not initially believed and watch the popular reaction to 
them. ‘ 


Desire. 


THAT desire should stand head and shoulders above all other mystific- 
ations as the most spectacularly effective agent of recuperation in our 
benighted epoch is the most sickeningly predictable achievement of a 
principle whose destruction has been the corner-stone of every half-baked 
orthodoxy from Buddhism to Christianity. With ‘the disintegration of 
all religious systems in the eighteenth century the means by which desire 
was foisted on the human body underwent a dialectical inversion, enabl- 
ing the rising bourgeois class to increase the principle’s repressive potent- 
ial. Desire ceased to be a temptation which if indulged Jed to suffering 
and/or damnation: instead it became the agent of the vaunted gratific- 
ations of an illusory future against whose promise the actuality of the 
present is permanently deferred. According to this project, the present is 
to be rationally orgdhised around the (future) fulfilment of desire. The 
success of this racket accounts for capital's apparent ‘escape’, After 
two centuries of oppression in which to assimilate these facts only an 
imbecile would have the audacity to stand up and wail about the contin- 
ual domination of the past over the present (original sin): and as if to .. 
prove their own idiocy the self-styled (anti) militants‘of the (ultra) left ©: 
still insist on embarrassing us all with their infantile babblings about the ° « 
end of history. It is patently obvious to anyone who:retains the barest 


semblance of a critical faculty that under capitalist social’ relations ° : 
desire acts as the central mechanism:by which a non-existent future ;*° ¢ sepa ; i 2 
C4  ; ideological abstractions that are used to privilege one set of things over 


dominates not only the present but the past as well. < 


X 


That desire should be held up as a ‘revolutionary’ principle by:everyone ; - 


from bedsit intellectuals such as ‘the Pleasure Tendency’ (whose name / 
is sufficient to demonstrate the poverty of the said qroups’ theoretical : 
practice) to the softest of the soft cops schizoanalysising us with go called * 
‘anti-psychiatry’ serves to make patently obvious the distance between 
the proletarian movement and all ideologists. , t 
Anyone who promotes the confusion of desire and sexuality:and then : 
reifies this dichotomy into an acceptance of the separation between the 
present and life stands in opposition to the proletarian movement. Desire 
is the commodified form of sexual (non) relations. It is material proof of © 
separation under capital, the principle by which the poverty and dissatis- 
factions of daily life are passed off as a ‘natural’ and ‘universal’ given. 
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Creativity. ee 


such as ‘the Pleasure Tendency’ 


WHEN a group of self-styled ‘radicals’ yx 
define ‘art’ as ‘the commodity form of creativity’ (‘Desire Value and 
The Pleasure Tendency’ available from P. O. Box 109, Leeds, LS5 SAA) 
they pave the way for the reform of capital rather than its abolition, 
Art is any artifact, or even idea (conceptual art), packaged and sold as 
an expression of human values, the human spirit, the human conditio . 
etc. That art is valued economically is true enough but what witle: 


leftists such as ‘the Pleasure Tendency’ fail to understand is thatiart | +4 
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valued economically precisely because of the creativity (labour) put tee 


into it. = 
Creativity is labour reified to moral good: a reinforcement of the york \ 
ethic and an exposition of the ridiculous notion that there is a ‘univer 
human need for ‘expression’. The concept of creativity is just as repress 
ive, moralistic, and alienated as that of art. That creativity should; be 
held as the highest goal of human ‘life’ is typical of the way in which we 
are forced to justify our existence through (over) production under 


_ 
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“ capital. 
Imagination. 


IMAGINATION is proof of social separation under capital, an abstraction 
away from the lived moment, the central mechanism for the dominance 
of the image as primary agent of repression in our spectacular society. 

Imagination is the antithesis of life, an illusory compensation for the 
miseries of this world of appearance, a negation of the body and the 
primacy of tactile experience. Imagination is the primary pseudo-joy of 
this world and the basis of all other pseudo-joys. It is the ideological 
abstraction that lays the foundations for the creation of the subject- 
object duality, and our separation from total unitary experience. 

Creative and imaginative ‘individuals’ are not simply those best adapted 
to the horrors of capitalism:and consequently the ones least likely to 
rebel against it: they are the ideological agents of the capitalist order 
whose imaginative faculties must be destroyed in the instant in which 
revolution sweeps away bourgeois social relations. There can be no 
reform of the imagination, only its destruction which will occur simult- 
aneously with the overthrow of the order it supports. In the meantime 
proletarians must\console themselves by treating artists and other ideol- 
ogists of the imagination with the contempt they deserve. 


Nature. 


THE idea that (wo)man is somehow separated from nature is typical of 
the lies and anti-dialectical inversions propogated by bourgeois ideolog- 
ists.. Nature does not exist somewhere outside us. It is a social construct- 
ion mined from within human society. For (wo)man to build cities is as 
‘natural’ as birds building nests. If ‘urban’ enviroments are ‘unnatural’ 
then so are the lairs and burrows of other mammals. Bourgeois ideolog- 
ists present our separation from ‘nature’ as a ‘natural’ fact that mirrors 
and explains all the social separations we suffer under capital: but bourg- 
eois manipulators cannot present us with the date, point, or time, at 
which our separation from nature occured because the very idea that we 
are separated from nature is a fabrication. Only death or communist 
revolution can separate us from from the alienating ideological structures 
of capitalism! 


Sex, 


THAT sex and sexuality, under capital the most alienated of all social 
activities, should be presented as the most (and perhaps the only) ‘natur- 
al’ activity in which;we can engage is the spectacular peak of the anti- 
dialectical inversions: practiced by bourgeois ideologists. That our sexual- 
ity is fractured tothe core by social separation is evidenced clearly 
enough in the dichotomies of oral and genital, hetro and gay, bestial and 
incestuous, auto-erotic and group sex, etc, etc. That a body is a body 
and any given body contains infinite sexual possibilities is a fact that 
capitalist ‘ideology tries to conceal with its privileging of heterosexual 
monogamy (reified in the laws of matrimony) over unalienated sexual- 
ity. : 


Value. 


THE concept of ‘value’ is the primary ideological abstraction that capit- 
alists mine from the separation they have induced between things. Under 
bourgeois conditions everything has its value and every person their price. 
But ‘good’ and ‘bad’, ‘subject’ and ‘object’, ‘true’ and ‘false’, are all 
relative and disappear beneath the hard edae of materialist dialectics 
once separation is dissolved. ‘Beauty’, ‘truth’, and ‘humanity’ are simply 


others, thus creating the ideological basis of commodity exchange. These 


< things have no universal basis and will be swept away by communist 
; Yevolution. 


‘ The Post-Modern Condition. 


BOURGEOIS ideologists are quite happy to declare a loss of authority 
‘as long as it is themselves, the state employed professors, who announce 
this loss and act as the experts who mediate its ‘meaning’. 

The ‘loss of authority’ is merely a reform of power when it is declared 


* by an ideologist (professor) such as Jean-Francois Lyotard. A reform 


y 


_undertaken to reinforce power's grip. It is power attempting to disarm 
threats*against itself by claiming from its position of privilege and author- 
: ity that privilege and authority no longer exist. While this pseudo-invisib- 
Sility might fool the odd art student it does not prevent the proletariat 
\ from seeing the true shape of its old enemy - Power. 

} Ecological Politics. 
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“THERE is no other ideology as reactionary as ecology, as the idea that 
wé shouldn't wipe rain forests from the earth’s terrain, that we shouldn’t 
‘build’ nuclear reactors. Green politics are based on the ideology of 
balance whose origins are found in the dualities induced by social separ- 
ation. Ecologists equate change (which is inevitable) with destruct- 
ion (which is a relative concept mined from the sub-divisions of separat- 
ion), Only a society fractured by capitalist social relations allows ‘con- 
cern’ about the ‘future’ (the ‘desire’ to be immortal) dominate the 
present (life). The attempts currently being made to halt evolution and 
maintain the ecological system as it is are merely a further example of 
the vain and ridiculous strategies being dreamed up by various ideologists 
to give capitalist relations an appearance of immorality (universality). 
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THE ART OF IDEOLOGY AND THE IDEOLOGY OF ART 


“Business art is the step that comes after art. I started as a commercial - 
artist, and I want to finish as a business artist.....Being good in business 
is the most fascinating kind of art...... making money is art and working 
is art and good business is the best art.’ tae 
Andy Warhol. 
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The Art Of Criticism. i * 


‘....the desire for an authentic life serves as one example of where there ‘ 
is a potential of a radical break with the values of this society.’ ‘ 
Kevin H. ‘The Real Thing.’ in “‘Here and Now” issue 2. wi 


THE desire for authenticity is the most cynical of all the pseudo-needs 
manufactured by bourgeois ideologists. Capitalism offers up’the spect- 
acle of its own inadequacy and then uses this spectacle as:the means of 
reselling itself to those who ‘imagine’ they have ‘progressed’ beyond 
bourgeois values in a ‘return’ to the ‘authentic’. From*health food to 
anarchism we are bombarded with a thousand and one alternative forms 
of misery: and while those who believe themselves to be ‘different’ and 
‘individual’ cling desperately to their ‘own’ pseudo-brand of ‘authentic- 
ity’, there are others who recognise the social nature of (wo)mankind, the 
necessity of communist revolution and of a radical break with bourgeois 
values. fees 


The Criticism Of Art. 


‘In art theory those who would avoid a simple inversion of the code raise 
themselves to a position of superiority that surveys codes,’ 

John Young and Terry Blake ‘On Some Altematives'To The Code In The 
Age Of Hyperreality.’ : 

WHILE those who make a living from the pseudo-criticism of art choose 
to nse above commitment to life, there are others :who take the distinct- 
ion between the present and its permanent deferral seriously. The latter 
are committed to the abolition of time and al! other social separations 
and privileged spheres of expression. The work of art is never produced 
but always reproduced from the reified realm of bourgeois ideology 
which it further concretises: Supposedly rising above ideological con- 
structions the work of art actually descends beneath them: to the lowest 
layer of ideological production from which point it can more effectively 
partake in the endless reproduction of capitalist social relations, Born of 
capitalist social relations art must die with them. The successful complet-. 
ion of proletarian revolution will coincide with the @bolition of art and 
all forms of creativity and expression. : S 4 
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Authentic Ideology. 

‘Seeing the Sex Pistols for the first time was like awakening from al4 
year sleep. Or so it seemed, but then I never really.saw ‘the Pistols, I 
never saw them live, I only saw tv footage.’ Ba, “s LT Gt 
Mike Kemp ‘Punk In The Suburbs’. 


THERE is nothing that makes seeing a pop group in a club or concert _ 
hall more ‘real’ than watching them on a tv screen. However under 


capitalism television is simultaneously promoted as the ‘universal’ med-s. - 


ium of technological society and yet somehow ‘inferior’ to the very | 
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communication systems it: has replaced. Thus what should ‘have been & 


rendered obsolete is magically granted a privileged status, on the gounds & 


it is somehow more ‘authentic’, But then as anybody who has been | 
the scene of a disaster knows these events look far more ‘impressive’ on 
they have been distorted by the media. The ideology‘of the “authenti 
is used to sell us the pseudo-alternative of the out-dated, and simultan 
eously reinforces bourgeois social relations by presenting $ with th 
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proletarians who are locked in mortal combat with their patrons should 


_omonly take a negative and destructive interest in their work. 


"International Campaign For The Abolition Of All Forms Of Work And 
_ Creativity. 


are “Through the production of an art commodity, the artist has become a 


businessman. In order to market his commodity and increase its comm- 
ercial value, he must create a mystique about himself and his work. 
The gallery is the means through which the commodity is dispersed. 
The museum serves the purpose of sanctifying both the commodity and 
the artist. The collector is the stock speculator. The corporation patrons 
use the commodity as a sanctification and sanitization of their image. 
The art magazines are the trade journals, the financial reports of the art 
world. And the critic serves the function of whip hand for all’. 

Guerrilla Art Action Group ‘Toward A New Humanism’. 


THOSE of us who will be making a total break with all forms of creativ- 
itv between 1990 and 1993 are not interested in the new humanisms of 

- those who speak so as not to be. For a minimum of three years we will 
not create art, texts, or philosophies. We are interested in the destruction 
of this society and as such look upon all humanists of both left and 
right, who seek no more than reform and thus ensure that alienated 
social relations will be retained all the longer, as our avowed enemies 
whose liquidation will be necessary before we can dissolve this world of 
appearances. : 


FROM DADA TO CLASS WAR — ten minutes that shook cheque 
book journalism - 


EVER since ‘grown up men’ started reading Lautreamont there has 
existed a confusion) between art (a way of looking at the world) and 
politics (a way of making other people look at the world in the same way 
as you). :First the futurists conceived art as a sensational event, then, 
having failed to live up to their own apocalyptic vision they proceeded to 
parody themselves until they were assimilated into Italian Fascism. 

In the meantime dada had made its first anarchic appearance in Zurich 
‘and was spreading like gangrene through the urbanised West. Dada had 
inherited its ‘mixture of nihilism -and narcissism, which found expression 
in scandalising bourgeois newspapers, directly from the futurists. Where 
dada differed from futurism was in preaching proletarian revolution, with 
unlicenced ‘pleasure as its only aim, rather than nationalism as the means 
of focusing:its destructive urges. 

In 1924, when a parish priest of the imagination, popularly known as 
Pope Andre Breton, renamed dada surrealism, he dealt it a blow from 
which it never recovered. However it took Breton five years to effect- 

~ ively kill it,.a task he finally achieved with a deadly injection of Trotsky- 
ite ideology.. Soon after several of his cohorts departed for the Holy 
Church of Stalinism. 
The corpse of’dada rotted malignantly from 1930 until the late 1940's 
‘when several avant garde groups attempted to resurrect it. These includ- 
_ ed COBRA, an international group of painters and poets who sort to ex- 
press ‘profound psychic forces and the Lettrists, a group of Parisians 
based: around Isidore Isou and Maurice Lemaitre. After COBRA disint- 
igrated,:some of its members, most notably Asger Jorn, involved them- 
selves with the International Movement For An Imaginist Bauhaus. It 
‘was from a merger of the Imaginist Bauhaus, the London Psycho-Geog- 
-taphical Association (Ralph Rumney and a few friends), and the Lett- 
rist International (a group who broke away from the Lettrist Movement) 
_that the Situationist International was founded in 1957. 
_ Throvgh a massive dose of subjectivity the Situationists managed to 


_ conyince themselves and a few students that they had superceded art 


x 


and, pavea the way tor the replacement otf the society ot the spectacle 
-workers councils via the revolution of everyday life. Nothing 


spectacle of choice under capital. ~ 6 e further from the truth. What the Situationists had actually 
; ach ved was the supercession of art with literature. As this became 

The Art Of Refusal and The Refusal Of Art. sare easingly apparent in the aftermarth of May ‘68, the SI disinter- 
oe; ; 


q 
‘We must liquidate this crazy thing called art to make it possib 
people everywhere to be creative. It is our duty to become s 
ive in a constructive way. We must liquidate not only ouro 


as artists but we must liquidate the art system as well.’ Be 
From the Manifesto of ‘The International Coalition For The ie 
Of Art’, a 


ee 
TO demand the destruction of art in the name of creativity is m 


one hand what has been rejected with the other.. Those who ‘ger 
oppose alienated social relations will not only break with art bi 
the refusal of creativity. 


The Art Of Suffering and Suffering For Art. 


‘The arts are a growing concern. They enrich the quality of ou 
And they enrich us financially too.’ - 
From a leaflet issued by ‘The National Campaign For The Arts’. % 


WHAT ‘individual’ artists suffer in the creation of bourgeois id 
nothing compared with the damage they inflict on society as 
If artists suffer they cannot suffer enough, they deserve all the ho 
hell. It is high time these pathetic excuses for humanity learnt thab the 
worlg doesn’t revolve around them, and that it is quite natural that 


"ed j 


he wreckage of the SI's pseudo-radicality was appropriated by Mal- 
a McClaren and his cohort Jamie Reid via the renegade Situationist 
topher Gray. It was then marketed for commercial profit as punk 


There were several parallel developments from the heritage of dada 
: during the post-war years. These include Nuclear Art, Gutai, Nouveaux 
’ Realisme, Gruppe Zero (who always get thrown in despite the fact they 
_ were deadly serious), and perhaps most importantly of all Fluxus, Flux- 
“us formed around a pseudo-radical position in art and politics during the 
‘autnmn of 1962. At their concerts violins were polished and then smash- 
ather than played, and successive keys on a piano would be nailed 
do to create ‘very new music’. The instruments thus broken now 
change hands for ridiculous prices. 
_ Atsthe end of the sixties Fiuxus further degenerated into mail art, 4 
Stem whereby ‘artists’ send each other ‘works of art’ through the 
st because they can’t get rid of them in any other way, Genesis 
Oridge took the ‘heritage’ of Fluxus to Industrial Music -via mail 
Accordingly Industrial Music is a: genre which is to punk, what 
punk was to psychedelia, and surrealism to dada. A negation of a negat- 
ion of a negation of nothing, in a strictly undialectical sense. 
Today there are many groups, both artistic and political, who have 
inherited something of this tradition. The two to have done so most 
noticeably are the Neoists and Class War. Both are dadaist in that they 
would stoop to anything to achieve a little scandalised press coverage. 
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The Neoists play the art stage. One of them recently went as far as 


pointing out to an attendant that he had thrown a vial of his own blood». 


over an art gallery wall. He'd hoped this action would get him arrested, 


terms of media coverage. 


Like Malcolm McClaren’s punk puppets they ~ 
are true heirs of dada. Ce 
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GLAMOUR 
Ideology. 


GLAMOUR is the apotheosis of individualist ideology in the age of mass 
media. It serves to reify contradictions latent in earlier epochs concern- 
ing the bourgeois ‘subject’ (individual property owner) and proletarian 
‘object’ (mass of workers). It is a dream of perfection and simultaneous- 
ly the negation of the very dreams it projects, Glamour is the spectre of 
the other (capitalism being an ideology of separation) processed through 
the channels of mass media. For capitalist society to function smoothly 
the spectre (other) must be both ‘feared’ and ‘desired’. Fear is used to 
reinforce the appearance of distance between ‘same’ and ‘other’. The 
‘other’ being a part of the ‘same’ hived off and elevated:to the status of 
spectre. Desire functions to resell the consumer a part of that part of 
themselves that has been annexed by capital, and whose very possibility 
was created by the act of annexation. 


Masochism. 


DESIRE is a space inscribed in the field of the commoditised body (the 
body separated from self) that acts as host to parasitic capital, sucking 
the life from human community and reconstituting this stolen energy 
as the force for a more efficent means of appropriation. That we should 
willingly give up our bodies to this process is the masochistic sacrifice 
capital and its psycho-analytic theorists demand in return for the dubious 
privilege of having tactile experience sanitized as an analogue of Power, 
and sexuality as a terrain for the creation of power relations. 


The Other. 


GLAMOUR is always the ‘other’ and the ‘other’ is always glamourous. 
But glamour is more than just a ‘dangerous’ unknown. Dallas and East 
Enders appeal to both the bourgeoisie and the proletariat. The ‘same’ 
becomes the glamourous ‘other’ when it is mediated via modern comm- 
unication networks: the glass of a tv screen is a more powerful instru- 
ment of separation than the blades of a blood drenched guillotine. 


Appearance, 


THE general trend within the global network of mediations is the pseudo- 
movement of the celebrity towards the mundane as mystique is apparent- 
ly banalised in gossip columns, ‘critical’ biographies, chat shows, etc: and 
the reciprocal pseudo-movement of the mass towards the celebrity as 
journalists, market researchers, sociologists, and a host of other scum 
swarm from the sanctuary of their offices to record the pre-programmed 
responses of the ‘man in the street’ to nothing but the most trivial of 


questions. The paternalistic bias of this process is as mind numbing as .. 
the quizz and game shows whose ‘participants’ are metamorphised into ; : 


mutant celebrities, crazed automata, whose imbecilic actions are 


triggered © 


Paedophilia. 


PATRIARCHAL society is unable to come to terms with the sexuality of > 


children and the anxieties manufactured by this subject are sublimated 
into gentlemen prefering (baby) blondes. An adult with bleached hair : 
has staged a chemical retum to the terrain of childhood, a time when: 
many are ‘naturally’ blonde. The idea of being young and. beautifu 
goes hand in hand with paedophilia. The hairy growths of puber 
shaved and the skin anointed with creams that leave it ‘smooth 
babies bottom’ in desperate attempts to emulate the physique of ¢ 


ren. Blonde becomes synonymous with dumb and reflects the symbolic > BS 


age of the ‘dumb blonde’. Ideally the blonde should be as helpless and — 


dependent as a baby. ‘Baby’ has long been used as a term of fiaffe on % s 


between lovers. 
exclusive is the repressed contradiction that underpins heterosexis 


That children and glamour ‘appear’ to be mu 


POST-MODERNISM IN BLACK AND WHITE 


‘Knowing for certain in our black and white world only that the 
place like home, we recognize that the truth value of art toda 
ruins.’ 

Hannah Vowles and Glyn Banks ‘Art In Ruins’. 


THAT Vowles and Banks whose ‘central’ theme is the ‘post 
condition’ (the crisis of legitimation) should work almost exclué 
in ‘black and white’ is clear evidence of a very ‘black’ humouf. 

duo present ambiguity in ‘black and white’ because they know 
since Roland Barthes proclaimed his own ‘death’ (and that of a 
in general) it has been the ‘task’ of the ‘reader’ to project ‘me 
into any given (art) ‘work’. Indeed Hannah and Glyn always appeé 
in public dressed: in black as they moum their own ‘death’ as ‘creators 
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of ‘meaning’ a subtle strategy indeed for reifying their persona as ‘post- 


mmiodern artists (the heterosexual Gilbert and George?). 


dhe ; _ heir paintings (or banners as Hannah and Glyn refer to them), large 
and was disappointed by the indifference with which his antics were met. 


Class war play the political stage and do much better than the Neoists in 


unstretched canvases with an animal in the foreground and buildings 
_ further»back, are quite deliberately constructed to give rise to a number 


of very different interpretations. To a ‘critic’ Vowles’ and Banks’ appear 


ay 


to bei dealing with the ‘eternal’ dichotomies of (wo)man and ‘nature’, and 


re 


with ‘the human ‘need' for both ‘cosmopolitanism’ and ‘rootedness. 

However, as any proletarian knows, art critics are either mystified cretins 

or cynical ideologists, and the separations induced by their ‘criticisms’ 
“are just so much false-consciousness. To a proletarian Hannah and Glyn 
are parodying the very idea that there is any ‘natural’ or ‘universal’ basis 
to the ‘dichotomies’ induced by social separation. And surely not even 
an ‘arf»critic’ can fail to see the humour arising from such incongruous 
elements as.an ‘elegant’ piece of modern(ist) architecture dwarfed by a 
huge ape giving a clenched fist salute (‘From The Ruins: Unfinished 
Landscape II’ 1986). And once the laughter ‘dies’ away we realise this 
juxtaposition is ‘actually’ cliche (King Kong). Nature ‘appears’ to have 
retumed with a vengeance but away from the spectacular representat- 
ions the ‘truth’ is\that ‘nature’ is a social construction no different from 
the most desolate urban landscape. 

When Vowles or ’Banks bring straw and stuffed animals into a gallery 
they make patently obvious the ‘fact’ that it is as ‘natural’ for (wo)man 
to build cities as it is for birds to build nests. That their murals should 
often depict ‘ruined urban landscapes’ ‘illustrates’ that humanity and 
its ‘creations’ are just as subject to decay as any other part of the ‘natur- 
al’ world. 

That ‘art critics’ should interpret Hannah and Glyn's ‘work’ as pessimist- 
ic (the myth of Sisyphus) reflects their secret dissatisfactions with the 
order they help maintain. Vowles and Banks know their ‘work’ is fruit- 
less: painting from projections is a tedious business. But like all artists 
they want to claw a career for themselves from the separations that 
hold up alienated social relations. Hannah and Glyn have laboured nard 
at producing a deliberately ‘bad’ art, and refreshing as it is to see unstret- 
ched canvases billowing from the walls of prestigious institutions, when it 
comes down: to it the: results are no more than the frames of reference 
allow, it is, in'the final banality of analysis, - ART. 


DOWN WITH AUTHORITY, LONG LIVE REVOLUTIONARY IN- 
SPIRATION!: 


1968 iY 


17 May 1968/Telegram to the POLITBURO OF THE COMMUNIST 
PARTY OF THE USSR THE KREMLIN MOSCOW/ SHAKE IN YOUR 
SHOES BUREAUCRATS STOP THE INTERNATIONAL POWER OF 
THE WORKERS: COUNCILS WILL SOON WIPE YOU OUT STOP 
HUMANITY WON’T BE HAPPY TILL THE LAST BUREAUCRAT 
IS HUNG WITH THE GUTS OF THE LAST CAPITALIST STOP LONG 
LIVE THE STRUGGLE OF THE KRONSTADT SAILORS AND OF 
THE MAKNOVSHCHINA AGAINST TROTSKY AND LENIN STOP 
LONG LIVE THE 1956 COUNCILIST INSURRECTION OF BUDAP— 
EST STOP DOWN WITH THE STATE STOP LONG LIVE REVOLU— 
TIONARY MARXISM STOP OCCUPATION COMMITTEE OF THE 
- AUTONOMOUS AND POPULAR SORBONNE 


baad parses Key) 
every time a camera or microphone is pointed in their direction. ~ - 


YOU ARE YOUR OWN LEADERS, HAVE YOUR OWN TACTICS, 
« CONTROL YOUR OWN STRUGGLE — SOLIDARITY. 

, BOGSIDE, CLYDESIDE, JOIN THE ANGRY SIDE. 

Communique 11. The Angry Brigade. 

1984 


{ VICTORY TO THE HIT SQUADS. Teeside, Humberside, join the 
~ ANGRY:SIDE. 
4 “Angry Words' Angry Brigades Resistance Movement IRSM. 
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p Oxfam. 

re than 30 shops in the High Street and Lacy Road area and others 
Jehampton had their locks sealed by superglue. 

\~ First news of the attacks came in a late night call to a newspaper. 

“ Responsibility was claimed by a group calling itself ‘The Situationists’. 
* But police and traders are baffled by the motive. 

And animal rights groups, including the Animal Liberation Front, say 
‘they.do not know of the group and have hit out at the action. 

“Loonies Glue Up Stores...... Wandsworth and Putney Guardian 7/11/85. 


e dialectical advance of the revolutionary movement and its complete 
opposition to capitalist ‘originality’ is demonstrated by the fact that few- 
er and fewer revolutionaries taking direct action against the State show 
any regard for ‘originality’, the historical moment, or contact with ‘real- 
ity'. It can’t be long before the comrades undertaking these plagiarised 
direct actions take their PRAXIS even further and reject activism altog- 
ether, Beneath the cobble stones the sewer! 
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ANARCHIST 


STEVE Drummond looked at the ticket inspector in disbelief: 

‘What d’ya mean do I ’ave a ticket?’ he snarled. 

‘If you don't have a ticket.......’ 

Steve cut the man short. ‘Look, I walked up the stairs, it’s the custom, 
if you wanna use the lift you buy a ticket, if you can’t afford the’ fare 
you use the stairs.’ 

Steve slammed a steel toe-capped boot into the officials groin causing 
the man to shriek with ear-piercing pain, stepped over the crumpled 
body bringing his right boot down hard onto an unconscious skull 
with bone crunching effect, then proceeded to stroll from the Angel tube 
station and round to Upper Street. Outside the hall where the CND 
meeting was taking place a group of punks were enthusiastically selling 
copies of ‘Class Justice’. 

‘Alright Steve?’ a few of them called. 

Steve ignored them. Steve was NOT a punk. He hated their smelly 
leathers and dirty jeans. He hated their pathetic excuses for hair cuts and 
the ridiculous rainbow colours they dyed their hair. He hated the way 
they looked like they'd just crawled out of a sewer. If they smartened 
themselves up a bit decent working class people might have some time 
for them and their politics. But dressed as they were no one would 
ever take them seriously. And they stood out as an easy target for the 
the pigs on demos, on the street, whenever there'd been some action. 

Steve had been a skinhead once. He'd liked the boots, the cropped 
hair, the braces. It was a smart look, a look working class people would 
accept, decent working people were not embarrassed to have a smartly 
dressed skin who took a pride in his appearance for a son. It was only 
the middle classes whose aesthetic sensibilities were offended by skinhead 
attire. They prefered children who.were dirty punks or even dirtier 
hippies to self-possessed skins who weren't going to let themselves be 
ground down by the system. But when it came down to heavy duty 
rucking even skinheads were too easily picked out and nicked by the 
pigs. Steve had grown his hair out to an immaculately groomed inch 
and a quarter. He still wore DM's and the crease in his trousers was 
razor sharp. He was the height of satorial elegance. Sociologists might 
have called him a Suedehead but to Steve the only epithet worthy of 
being thrown his way were the three savage syllables of ANARCHIST. 

For all his outward respectability Steve was the more violent inside. 
He kept his hatred as sharp as his blade. He didn’t need to express it 
by dressing like a tramp. He prefered to go down Kensington or Knight- 
sbridge and beat up the rich. Whenever the punks went down Park Lane 
they'd get moved on by the pigs and told to go back to their own area, 
back to the slums they'd had the audacity to crawl out of. Not Steve. 
He could blend in at a policeman’s ball but the minute he got one of 
those bastards on their own he'd arrange them several months sick 
leave in the luxury of an NHS hospital bed. 

Trouble was Steve’s middle name. Action and kicks were his reason 
for living. And if action meant Steve was going to die young then all 
the better. But kicks weren't Steve's only reason for being a member 
of Class Justice. There was also the little matter of REVENGE, Revenge 
against the system that had been grinding him down for years, that was 
washing the life out of him and his fellow proletarians in the way that 
waves wear away rocks. Revenge against a society that denied his indiv- 
iduality. That tried to tum him into a pig citizen who'd happily accept 
the fact that he lived in an inner city slum while the rich in their suburb- 
an ghettos stuffed their faces with exotic foods he didn’t'‘even know the 
names of. A 


Steve unzipped his jacket and revealed a spotless Ben Sherman beneath. | 
It was warm in the hall. He spotted Butcher and Tiny, the skin and punk ~ 


he squatted with and went over to them. 

‘Alright?’ Steve grinned. 
missile base.’ v5 

‘Yeah. Should be a good ruck,’ Butcher smiled viciously. 

To Class Justice beating up the left was a pleasure almost as enthralling 
as giving the pigs a good kicking. Anarchism was a dream that had fbeen 
killed off too many times in the face of superior opposition from the left. 
In Konstrandt and the Ukraine in the 1920's. In Spain in the 1930's 
when the dirty reds had tured their guns on the anarchists and destroy- 
ed the united front of Class Comrades defending the people, leaving 
the way open for the fascists to take over. The anarchist-dream of a 


free society where people could have their kicks without getting busted: 
by the pigs had been smashed too many times in the past. But Class’ 
Justice were a new strain of anarchist, more virulent than ever before,: < 


united in their hatred of both the class enemy and the authoritarian: 
left, ready and prepared to use the most extreme violent’ excess to 
achieve their aims. 


up property and homes. 


Class Justice were the New Breed and that was why they were in the: 
hall to smash up the CND meeting. They were not going to let the left; 
get away with denouncing them as fascists to the press. There had to> 
be reprisals. The left hated Class Justice because their anarchist methods: 
round’ 
London like sheep doing what the pigs said, taking the route the pigs; 
told them to take, and calling this charade a protest. Class Justice went : 


were effective. Class Justice couldn't see the point of marchi 


on demos but not as an end in itself. They'd use them as an excuse to 
start rucking the pigs, rioting, breaking off from the march and rampag- 
ing through exclusive areas, Smashing up any Rolls or Bentley they 
happened to see. And because of this, because Class Justice actually 
did something instead of just sitting round talking, the left denounced 
them. Class Justice were seriously into doing the business which was 


_.° Steve pulled a plastic medicine phial from his pocket. 


‘There's enough of us 'ere to. storm a yank: 


Already they had the rich shitting in their pants: ; 
because of the acts of class justice they’d taken against them, because: : 
of the campaign of invasions into rich areas during which they’d smash: : 


why the left as well as the establishment saw them as a threat. 

It had once 
held saccherine but now contained something far more powerful and 
deadly — AMPHETAMINES. He tipped out a handful of pills, tilted 
back-his head and gulped them down. Then passed the phial on to 
Butcher. 

Even a Class Justice anarchist sometimes needed to sharpen his hatred. 
The speed gave Steve that little extra edge. That little boost that made 
all the difference. Amphetamines were the only drug Steve touched. The 
smell of hash was drifting across the hall from a group of lefties who were 
having a smoke at the back. Steve felt only contempt for those who 
smoked ‘pod’. He wouldn’t go near a drug that softened him. The only 
stimulations he wanted were ones that made him harder and more 
violent. 

The pills took effect in ten minutes by which time the Class Justice 
crew had taken up their position of occupation in the front rows. Cans 
of lager and bottles of ale were being passed around among the comrades 
and by the time a labour MP got up to make the first speech of the even- 
ing there was a good supply of empty bottles and cans, ammunition to 
throw at the stage. 

One thing was bothering Steve, putting a slight damper on what would 
otherwise be a spectacular night of violent destruction. He'd been look- 
ing round since he'd arrived but had seen no sign of Nick Carter, Swift 
Nick, the evil genius who acted as organisational backbone to the Class 
Justice Movement, 

‘Where’s Nick?’ enquired Steve. 

‘Ain’t seen ‘im.’ replied Butcher, ‘Maybe 'ee’s ‘avin’ a pint in the ’Orse. 
Doubt if this little ruck would interest ‘im much. 'Ee wouldn’t make 
no effort to get to anythin’ less than a full scale riot.’ 

Any possibility of further conversation was drowned out by the chants 
of ‘SCUM!’ arising from the Class Justice comrades around them as the 
labour MP vainly attempted to deliver his speech. 

Then the bottles started flying - thick and fast, cascadiiig down upon 
the stage, the glass shattering, splintering, with the explosive force of 
alienation that the militants who threw them transfered from their arms 
to the impartial, inanimate, messengers of their discontent. Steve took 
careful aim and an empty beer can bounced off the MP’s head causing 
the bastard to wince. The politician wisely decided to make an exit 
before he was seriously injured by the missiles exploding all around him. 
The barrage ceased. Steve led a number of his comrades onto the stage 
and the militants passed an abandoned but still working microphone 
between them. 

Most of the crew were too pissed to make anything but garbled comm: 
ents about:“CND wankers’ but when the mike was handed to Steve he 
knew what to do, 

‘We mustn’t let labour scum expropriate our class anger and channel 
it into harmless parliamentary protest. CND and labour are out enemies 
as much as.the tories and the pigs. Before you can end war you've got 
to have a‘final war, a class war, the war to end all wars. That's what 
Class Justice is all about, we've got to attack the rich in their own areas, 
in their own homes. 

The hall was in pandemonium. CND members, young and old alike, 
were jostling each other, trampling over each other, pushing and shoving 
in absolute fear for their lives as they attempted to escape from the hall 
and the jibs, spit, fists, and boots of those Class Justice members who 
had not taken to the stage. Women screamed and fainted as their husb- 
ands pushed past them to get out first. 

Four ‘pigs pushed their way into the hall attracted like moths to a 
flame, junkies to a fix, by the hysterical crowd spilling out onto the 
pavement. A savage smile flashed across Steve's face. He dropped the 
mike, picked up a broken bottle and leapt from the stage. He crossed 
the hall with the speed of a striking, venomous, snake, and shoved the 
bottle into a coppers face before the bastard in blue even had time to 
lift his'truncheon. Blood exploded in great fountains from the officer's 
lacerated countenance and a scream of agony was strangled in the pigs 
throat by the hard kick Steve delivered to his groin, As the copper doub- 
led over Steve brought his knee up into the pigs newly scared features 
and felt the satisfying crunch of a nose breaking as he added further 
insult to already grevious injury, The copper reeled backwards and fell to 
the floor, He was oblivious to the multitude of Class Justice boots that 
proceeded to thud into his postrate body. 

The unconscious coppers compatriots had tried to make a break for it, 
a vain attempt to escape the hall with the inevitable fate of grevious 
injury it held for them. Their way had been barred by quick thinking 
anarchists, 

The three fuzz stood together, truncheons held level with their heads, 
encircled by an angry mob of anarchists intent on beating them to a 
pulp. The cops were visibly shaking, a livning testimony to the rioters 
adage that beneath their thin veneer of authority the pigs are yellow 
cowards, brave only in numbers, and easily beaten by superior odds. 

‘Rush ‘em!’ shouted Steve. The whole mob jumped knocking the pigs 
to the floor and disarming them in an instant. 

‘Right.’ Steve announced. ‘We’re gonna have some fun. Pull 'em up 
and keep their arms pinned to their backs,’ 


Every anarchist present was quivering with exitment. The fuzz were 


i hauled up from the floor, Steve picked up a truncheon, He advanced 


“son a copper tossing the batton casually. 
‘Viscious weapon, can do a lot of damage to an unarmed civilian.’ 
Steve commented coldly, 
He stuck his face right into the coppers: ‘Do you enjoy maiming de- 
fenceless civilians?' 
The copper remained silent. Steve’s face was almost touching the pigs. 
‘Next time I ask you a question you'll answer it quickly like a good 


little boy or suffer the consequences.’ 
ed as he pulled himself back, 

‘Right, we ‘re gonna play a little game. 
then you've got five seconds to come up the the correct answer. O.K Stay 
want you to tell me who our friend is: one, two, Three, Four... : 
HARRY ROBERTS IS OUR FRIEND!’ screamed Steve as he sma 
the truncheon into the fuzz-faced bastard. 

A fountain of blood exploded from the coppers’s nose. The pig slump- 


Steve's voice was soft but Se 


ed but the restraining hands of two Class Justice punks kept him upright?) 


‘The little bastard’s shat 'imself.’ observed on of the punks sardonically.' , 
Steve tore down the coppers trousers: ‘So 'ee ‘as. Bring one of ‘is’ : 
colleages forward to lick 'im clean.’ 


se 
One of the shit artist’s fellow fuzz was shoved into position and it wae oe 


n't even necessary to instruct the snivelling PC to lick. He areas knew 
it was in his own best interest. y 


As the copper undertook every coprophiliacs dream Steve offered him : oe: 


few soothing words of encouragement: ‘Don’t worry, after we've | finished 


blood,’ 


Having completed his task the pig was hauled up and away giving Steve é 


the chance to finish the business he’d started with the object of the shit- 
eater’s ministrations. 

Once again Steve lashed out with the truncheon and there was the sick- 
ening sound of splintering bone as the debagged pig’s jaw: broke. 
‘That's for Cynthia Jarret! Anyone else want a go?’ Steve turned 
around. A queue had already formed before the truncheon: he jheld 

out. 

The injured pig, still held upright by the Class Justice militants, was 
writhing in agony, spitting out gouts of blood and the occassional piece 
of broken tooth. , 

‘That's for Cherry Groce!’ screamed a skinhead as he dlelivered a thund- 
erous blow to the pigs skull. There was the usual satisfying crunch of - 
shattering bone as the groaning copper was knocked unconscious. The 
two punks holding him relaxed their grip and the badly bruised- bastard. 
slumped to the ground. Steel toe-capped boots rained against the unres- 
isting fuzz body adding considerably to the already, extensive list of in- 
juries, 

‘Right, let’s dispatch the last two quickly, if we don't: mess: about there- 
ll still be time for a full nights drinking.’ Steve annie as he handed 
a truncheon each to Butcher and Tiny. 

‘You've got one blow each to knock a pig unconscious, ‘it shouldn't 
be difficult, those things are deadly weapons.’ said Steve: adding sub- 
stance to his plan of quick dispatch. . 

Absolute terror crossed the two fuzz-faces as Butcher and ‘Tiny advanc- - 
ed upon them. The punk and skin hit out in unison with’the speed of — 
wolves descending on their prey. The coppers went down and stayed © 
down. Then the boots rained in - HARD. The pigs,were neyer able to 
put a face to each boot that slammed in wrecking terrible injury, though 


they had plenty of time to reflect on the subject as thew iaihosestal : me: 


beds for month after month. 

Class Justice cleared the hall in a matter of seconds” leaving 
behind them but four badly beaten bastards in blue and a wrecked CN! 
meeting. By the time several van loads of metropola fuzz seven ° 


hang out. A few years ago, before it had been done uw , it mig) 
seemed the ideal place to meet and make plans. When it ‘hadibeen DW 
as the Prince Albert punk bands such as Ego Expansion and: the Alle ed] 
Living had played there every night and the pub had begat packe ‘fit to. 
bursting with smelly leather, dirty jeans, and a plethora of dru | de | 
But since then it had gone up market, been renamed the White” 
and the lumpen elements, with the exception of the Class Justice 
had moved a few hundred ‘yards up the road to the Metropolitan; 
The Horse was a large pub and the majority of its clientele were 
labour party scum and assorted trotskyite shitbags. Under suc 
Class Justice were able to occupy a section of the pub and enjoy arow 


cied a game of pool or some gear they'd just wander up the 108 ¢ 
Metropolitan retuming when they’d satisfied their desires. : 
politan was the sort of place the pigs would look for Class Ju 
Horse wasn’t and was safe. 
Although the tentacles of the Class Justice organisation exte 


Islington and Stoke Newington (Stokey) in North London. From 
the membership spread out through Dalston and Hackney into J 
and Bow. From Islington the membership spread west into King§ Cre 
but not much further in numbers of any significance. This made Stok 
the nerve centre of Class Justice activities. South of the river there 
a strong scene in Brixton which extended it malign influence int 
Hill, Camberwell, and on up to Kennington and through to the Elep 
But it was nothing compared with what was going on in North and 
London, with Stoke Newington, located on the pivote between the 
and east axis, forming the focal point for the disruptive activitiesé 
anarcho-brigade. 2 

There were no Class Justice power bases in Central or West LO 
Indeed these areas were seen as the rotting heart of enemy territory. 
entire area running along the river from the City, through the West 
and on into Westminster, Chelsea, Kensington and Knightsbridge were 
viewed as areas to be attacked. Other major enemy strongholds included 


I’m gonna ask you a questio eae 


- it would mean big trouble. 
safe on the streets of North London. Police would be terrorising milit- 


once a week by a TM (trusted militant). 
inclination toward . 
_. others, From this’ basic flaw in their thinking the pigs had concluded 
_ that if Class‘ 
‘majority of the membership must live in the area. It had never occurred 
_ to the fuzz that here was always a Class Justice member fanatical enough 


Jam pstead and Golders Green in the north. 
futside London the most serious Class Justice activities were centred 
angor, Birmingham, Brighton, Bristol, Cardiff, Edinburgh, Glasgow, 
ool, Manchester, and Swansea. Britain’s inner cities were rotting 
f,and urban war was becoming a permanent feature of everyday 
in the benighted slum-spots that blackened the septic isle. As the 
cops/mutated into daleks, and a host of scrapheap geniuses became the 


Dimeaponsmiths of the ghettos, Class Justice could sense their strength 


ind importance growing daily, and daily fought harder to kick out the 


ss pigs and take over the inner cities as their own private domain. 
Dios 


‘The Horse was the place where Class Justice could meet, relax, and 
plan their bids for power. But plans for power were always a secondary 
consideration in the Horse. First and formost it was a place for pleasure. 


_- There were pints to be drunk and sexual arrangements to be made. Steve 
i aac never forget the time, nearly a year ago now, when five Class 


_- Justice militants, had followed him into the toilet, pulled down his 
with you the taste of shit will ‘ave been replaced by that of your own tre 


_ trousers and given it to him so hard up the arse that*he hadn't been able 
“fe sit down for a week. 
Tt was Steve who ‘d first made the Horse a Class Justice meeting place. 


2 ‘The punks who ) made up the majority of the active membership naturally 
gravitated - ‘towards {the Metropolitan. But Steve had put his talent for 
oratory expression to use and soon pursuaded them they'd be safer 


from prying fuzz eyes in the Horse. The main danger for any young 
trouble maker in thé Metro was being busted for gear, But once the pigs 
had caught onto one;thing they'd usually check out several others, once 
they’d got you for Something it was their routine to see what else you 
could be done for. {There were regular fuzz raids on the Metro every 
Saturday. at closing time and ‘random’ ones at other times of the week. 
Class Justice didn’t want the fuzz sussing out Stokey as their home 
stomping ground so:they made sure their members didn't get turned 
over too reqularly in! the Metro during pig raids by staying out of the 
place. Once the pigs tumbled Stokey as the Class Justice power base 
Within an hour lone anarchists wouldn't be 


ants, stealing food and clothing from them, and making murderous 
threats with guns. Libertarians would be deprived of post and emergency 
services by anti-social elements. 

For the moment a simple deception had fooled the pigs into thinking 


S _that Wapping: was the: location of the major Class Justice power base, 
‘despite the fact that ‘there was hardly a comrade to be found in the 


area. This had been done by arranging with an anarchist printing press 


~ located just % Soft Rat¢liffe Highway that all official Class Justice mail 


should be sent. to their premises from where it would be picked up 
Big footed fuzz have a natural 
ziness, an attribute they cheerfully project onto 


’ Justice had an accomodation address in Wapping then the 
to make a rotnd trip of 9 or 10 miles to pick up the mail. 


‘The pigs regularly patrolled Wapping on the look out for anarchists 
but it was only rarely that they picked up a stray Class Justice militant. 


Gea so successfully evaded infiltration and investigation. 
__ From the moment he'd stepped into the pub Steve had been looking 


for some sign of Swift Nick. And the fact that he could find 
‘to his leader’s whereabouts weighed heavily on the young anarch- 


Nick ‘Carter, usually known by his nick name of Swift Nick, was, if net 
ene leader, the acknowledged dynamo at the centre of the Class 
machine. This distinction was his because embodied in his pers- 
were all the qualities that made the rich shit in their pants and a 
Barchist admire someone for their audacity. Swift Nick was con- 
anger and hatred. He was totally lacking in self-control and 
to danger. 
learnt to hate the rich as a child when he had suffered daily 
liation as the young son of the personal tutor to a family of upper 
scus bags. At the age of 16 he had been sent to borstal for the 
$crime of burning down the aforementioned family’s country 
the millions of pounds’ worth of antiques and art treasures it 


ick had been the first person to encourage Steve to take revenge again- 
8 society he hated by going out to beat up the rich and bum down 
And it was Nick who had first introduced Steve to the 


K’was the driving force behind the ever growing movement to clear 
ich off the streets and make them live in fear behind the locked 
and shuttered windows of their own homes. It was rumoured 
lat; Nick was responsible for the vicious series of murders in which a 
Ocession of pigs and their families had been horrifically tortured 
before being mercifully put out of their misery. 


When Nick wasn’t around things centred on Steve. It wasn't that Nick 
or Steve were leaders, anarchists didn't have leaders, it was just that the 


others seemed to need them around to help them realise their own auton- 
omy. Nick and Steve could out think and out fight any other Class 
Justice comrade when called upon to do so. They had tried to dis- 
courage the others from relying on them too much but when it came 


vil anwetmea — - | ~s @—“ 


— 
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down to matters of tactics , organisation, ideas, and action, nothing much 
happened but the occassional smashing of windows, glueing of locks, of 
sexual excess, when neither Steve nor Nick were around. 

Steve was advancing on the bar to buy another round when a couple of 
Revolutionary Communist Party members, who spent their days studying 
humanities at Middlesex Polytechnic in Tottenham, burst through the 
door, eager eyed and keen to sell copies of ‘The Next Step’, their pathetic 
excuse for a paper. 

Steve made a sudden swerve, veered away from the bar and bore down 
on the paper selling students before the door had time to swing shut be- 
hind them. 

‘Sellin’ those are ya?’ Steve enquired casually pointing at the papers, 

‘Yes.’ one of the students replied eagerly: ‘Like to buy one?’ 

Without uttering a word but with the speed of a striking eagle Steve 
pushed the young trotskyite out of the pub and into the street. then as 
his coup de grace he arced his right boot powerfully into the papers the 
student held between his two hands. The newsprint wheeled elegantly 
through the night air and cascaded across the High Street. Those sheets 
that weren't immediately anointed in the rain pools that filled the gutters 
were blown hither and thither by strong gusts of wind'until they were 
finally impaled on spiked iron railings or trapped in corners between 
adjoining walls and pieces of fendng. 

Only when the student had taken in the fact that his precious party 
papers were no longer in a saleable condition did Steve lean forward 
and stick his face into the trots. 

“Ave a bath!’ Steve screamed. 

The student tumed on his heels and ran, leaving his papers where they 
belonged, in the gutter. His mate who had watched open mouthed with 
horrified fasanation from the pub door dropped his papers and fled 
after his fellow trot. 

Steve returned to the task that had been in hand when he’d so suddenly 
interrupted the usual course of events to engage in a little late evening 
sport. He ordered the round and had just sat back down with his com- 
rades, drinks in hand, when a trendy came up on his left and began 
wailing. 

‘Il find your behaviour outrageous, those young men you treated so 
roughly are trying hard to overthrow capitalist oppression and all you 
can do by way of encouragement is make their task harder by acting 
like an overgrown bully boy and preventing people going about their 
lawful revolutionary business.’ 

‘Listen shitbag, if you're short of toilet paper you'll find people sell- 
ing that crap every Saturday moming outside the post office on the 
comer of Brooke Road and the High Street. Tell 'em your unemployed 
and they'll give you one for nothing.’ : 

‘That's besides the....... aaaaarrrrrrrqqghhh.’ 
Steve had tured the trendy's sentence into a scream by grabbing hold 

of his balls and squeezing hard. 

‘Lost for words?’ Steve enquired innocently. 

A group of the injured mans mates moved over to the fray and their 
agonised companion limped off. , 

Steve had made a serious miscaiculation. It was obvious to both sides 
that if it came dowm to a serious ruck the Class Justice crew. would come 
out on top. But unfortunately the trots had rumbled Steve's political 
affiliations and were gambling their well being on the probability that 
he'd want to avoid trouble in the pub. They'd seen: him on demos and 
causing trouble in the street. They knew the cops would love the chance 
of nicking him, getting him back to the cells and-giving him a good” 
kicking. They guessed he was out on a social and would want to avoid - 
trouble. 
hard nut. Embarrass him. Make him back down...,..AND LOSE FACE" 

‘Look, forget it, your mate'll just ‘ave to play passive tonight.’ Steve 
mumbled non-commitedly. 5 


‘You're a homophobe as well as a fascist!’ ventured the boldest of the’ ° 


dirty reds who was trying hard to look tough. J 

‘I said forget it!’ Steve repeated, not mumbling this time. 

The trots not wishing to push their luck any further, and pleased at 
having called out someone who could obviously trash them, slunk back 
to their own part of they pub. ‘ 

Tiny siddled up to Steve: ‘You really let those trots fuck you over.’ he: 
whined reproachfully. 5 

‘Shitbags.’ swore Steve trying to hide just how fucked off he was, - 
‘They only did it coz they knew I didn’t want a fight in the pub, they 


know we'd ‘ave massacred them if it'd come to a showdown.’ 


Tiny knew Steve's weak point and homed in on it: ‘Swift Nick would | © 


never ‘ave let it 'appen.’ 

The jibe struck home and Steve lost his temper: ‘Well Nick ain’t around 
is 'ee. Seems to me Nick's never around these days. All ‘ee ever does is 
turn up after the action and tell us what we should ‘ave done, as though 


é 


"ee were our leader or something.’ ‘ 


The moment he finished Steve regretted what he'd said. Tiny reeled } 


back in shocked suprise at this vituperative attack on Nicks person, and : 
obviously felt he had to put a word in on their leaders behalf. 3 
‘Don't be so ‘ard on ‘im, for all we know Nick might be out killing cops ’ 
this very minute.’ ae 
After that Steve clammed right up, He was well rattled. He sipped at : 
his pint moodily and when he felt someone unzip his fly, massage his » 
cock to the full height of its erect manhood and then suck it deep into “4 
their throat, he didn't even bother looking down to see who it was. One 
thing was for sure, whoever it was had wanted to do it pretty ‘badly as. 
they'd crawled under at least one table to get to him. Steve couldn't: 
fight the tension mounting in his groin, million year old genetic responses 
took control of his body, he had no choice in the matter and gave-up 
his bulk to the deep seated and powerful urges, groaned pleasurably and 


Using this as their lever they figured they.could call out this 4 


* from their original outrageous aims. 


_..came. 


“Rat, a seventeen year old knuckle boy and Class Justice militant crawled 
up onto his lap, kissed him, and pleaded imploringly while fingering 
Steve's now limp member back into a hardness: ‘Come 'ome wiv me and 
cheer yerself up.’ 

‘Another time, I’ve too much to do right now, but I’m sure Tiny would 
love to go ‘ome wiv ya, wouldn't ya Tiny.’ Steve concluded looking over 
at the punk. 

‘Yeah.’ replied Tiny beaming. 

Tiny got up, took Rat’s hand, and led him out of the pub. The balance 
had been restored. Steve had made up his differences with Tiny over 
Nick. But he still had alot to think about. He put away his tool, down- 
ed the remains of his pint, and stalked out of the pub ignoring the calls 
of: ‘Hey Steve, where ya goin’?’ 


STEVE walked several hundred yards south, in the direction of Dalston, 
before stopping and sitting down on the bonnet of a clapped out Cortina 
Mk III. He was in two minds about what to do next. Getting out of the 
pub had been the important move, but now he’d made good his escape 
he still had to make a final decision about how to kill off the dregs 
of the evening. He wished he hadn't sent Rat off with Tiny. He felt 
like some sex. It was better than nothing, better than going home 
miserable and alone. Perhaps he should walk up to the Metro and score 
some speed, or perhaps just head for the next pick-up joint and get hold 
of aclone for some sex. 

A picture flashed into Steve's mind, flooding his senses with aching 
desire. Conjured up before his eyes was a queen dressed in thigh-length 
boots, leather jeans, and a t-shirt. Steve pushed the projection from his 
skull’s movie-screen, only to find it returning a split second later. But 
this time the camera work was jerky and the queen was sprawled naked 
across a satin-sheeted bed with Steve's gid rod battering into his sphinc- 
ter, 

Sex wasn’t one of Steve’s problems. There was always a queue of 
willing recipients craving the milky benediction of his genetic dew, 
offering up their orifices as cavities capable of containing a little of 
tne not juice the handsome anarchist shot forth. But a screw was a 
screw was a screw. The queen whose image Steve had been unable to 
edit from his pornographic fantasies wasn’t just any screaming queen, 
it was Eric ~ Swift Nick’s boy. Of course anarchists didn't have regular 
monogomous partners, they had advanced beyond the repressive restrict- 
ions of love, marriage, and couples. An anarchist was by definition a 
polymorphous pervert, free to enjoy any kind of sexual expression by 
mutual consent. It was just by a freak accident in the use of this princip- 
le that many of the relationships enjoyed by Class Justice members 
ended up being monogomous. Eric and Nick were a case in point. Eric 
had never consented to anyone other than Nick enjoying the fruits of 
his body, and since Eric had arrived on the scene Nick had lost interest 
in anyone else. They lived together in a large squatted house just around 
the comer from the Angel tube. The basement of their house had been 
converted into a'separate flat at some point in the 50's and a couple of 
Class Justice punks squatted it, but the remaining three stories function- 
ed as a single unit for the domestic bliss of Eric and Nick. 

In the distant past of six months previously Nick had shared his pad 
with five comrades but within a month of Eric moving in the comrades 
‘decided’ to squat another house, just down the road, and Eric and 
Nick never offered the vacated spaces to any of the several score of 
London homeless they were aquainted with. 

Steve tried to check his thoughts but they were taking on a new and 
more malicious twist. He wasn't one of the Class Justice sheep, the 
others looked up to him but it seemed as though he always had to play 
number two to Nick, as if he were a lieutenant and Nick a general. It 
was only Eric who looked down on Steve, and he was up there with 
Mumber: one, the general. But what if........ Steve tried to push the 
thought: from his mind but it broke through into his consciousness with 
the full: force of a flood. What if the lieutenant staged a coup? Where 
would Eric stand then? Steve made one final, desperate, attempt to 
push the thought from his head but was unable to stop the nagging 
doubts, ‘and especially the doubts about Nick. He was certain that 
Nick was going soft and that Class Justice were being watered down 
But, he tried to reassure himself, 
anarchists don’t have leaders, and their ideology contained only a single 
aim, the legalisation of freedom, the crime that contained all other 
crimes.: 

Steve decided he’d better do something to clear his mind. His thoughts 
were getting way out of line. He walked into an off licence and lifted 
a four-pack, then headed down to Dalston Kingsland where he hopped a 
train.to Hampstead Heath. It was the simplest task in the world to find 
a row of expensive cars in the rich ghetto he'd entered. Steve moved 
along the row scraping messages into the paint work. 

‘I HATE THE RICH. 

‘RICH SCUMBAGS BEWARE.’ 

‘CLASS JUSTICE.’ 
‘TODAY YOUR CAR, TOMORROW YOUR LIFE.’ 


P There were infinate variations around these basic themes. Steve comb- 
* ined’ this scratching of slogans with joyous tyre slashing. When he'd done 


jevery car in the row he put away his blade and pulled a plank of wood 
‘from a nearby fence and proceeded in his task of car wrecking by using 
it to smash windows and lights. The task completed Steve stepped back. 
to admire his handywork. Seven volvos, two mercedes, a bentley and an 
armstrong sidley destroyed. Steve was particularly pleased about the 
armstrong sidley, it was an unusual car and he’d never had the chance 
to wreck one before. If he could have a rolls it would make his night. 
Steve's razor-sharp senses detected someone coming up behind him, 
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he whipped his blade from his pocket and spun round with the litheness 
of a cat. Standing before him, and exuding the self-confidence of an‘ 
upper class upbringing, was a youth of eighteen, dressed to the nines in 
a tweed suit. The boy's eyes moved from the blade to Steve's face, ito 
the wrecked cars, and back to Steve’s face. 

‘I say, are you one of those Class Justice anarchists the chief constable 
was warning us about when daddy had him over to dinner last week?” He 
squealed half in terror and half in delight. 

You could say I’m THE Class Justice anarchist.’ Steve replied tardily.. 

‘I sav! Could vou do something for me?’. the vouth didn’t bother wait- 
ing for Steve's affirmation before continuing: ‘I've just had an argument 
with daddy, we live over there. he was pointing at a huge mansion. ‘Here 
are the keys, could you go and give daddy a fright?’ xf 

‘O.K. son. You wait ‘ere. I won't be long.’ 

Steve couldn't believe his luck. Parked infront of this family seat’ wasa 
Rolls Royce Silver Shadow. He pulled out his blade and inscribed the 
message ‘THE WORKING CLASS STRIKES BACK’ into the lovingly 
polished paint work. He'd do the windows on his way out, for the 
moment he wanted to keep surprise on his side. 

He let himself into the house and slid silently through it with the 
ease of an old time burglar. He pressed down the handle of a door 
and pushed. The boy’s father stood with his back to the door drinking 
brandy. Steve crept up behind him with the stealth of atiger. He pulled 
the man backwards applying pressure to his throat. : 

‘SUPRISE! We've come to get you, you fucking rich scumbag.’ 

The bastard nearly choked to death on his drink! .Steve pulled him 
down onto his back, bought his boot up above the man’s terrified face, 
and then crashing down with the satisfying crunch of splintering bone, 
followed a split second later by fountains of blood exploding from his 
victim's nose and mouth. 

Steve pulled a fat wallet from the injured man’s jacket and an expensive 
gold watch from his wrist. Then he slammed his steel toe-capped boots 
viciously into the man’s skull and torso, knocking him unconscious. 

Steve made a quick tour of the house lifting some silver and jewelry, 
The Rolls parked in the driveway gave him an idea. He unscrewea 
the petrol cap, lit a match and dropped it into the tank. He made a 
sprint for it and the car exploded as he reached the front gate. He 
grabbed the youth and pulled him along to the train station. An east 
bound train pulled in as they hit the platform. 

‘What's yer name?’ Steve asked without a trace of curiosity as he pulled 
the youth against him. 

‘Clive.’ the youth replied. : 

‘I’m Steve.’ he intoned as he slipped a hand into the boys pants. He 
pressed his lips against Clive’s which cut out the necessity of any further 
conversation. Now they’d established body contact conversation was the 
last thing Steve needed. Steve fantasised he’d returned to:a more direct 
and effective form of communication as he explored the field of Clive’s 
body. He pulled down Clive’s pants, turned him over and plunged his 
throbbing manhood deep into the dark mystery he’d so painstakingly 
spread open. He groaned pleasurably as the muscles around his groin 
tightened. The speed with which he pumped increased: His breathing 
was fast and shallow. No longer in control of his own body the nerve 
endings that constituted the limits of his being were flooded with pleas- 
ure as responses buried deep within his genetic system took command 
of his bulk. Clive was screaming, rasping obscenities, writhing stiffening, 
twitching spasmodically, moaning in ecstacy as though his body was 
possessed: They came together in a personality negating simultaneous - 
orgasm. For a split second their bodies melting into a single sticky fluid: 
before separating out again and bringing them back from primitive union : 
to the reality of a world fractured by capitalist social relations. : 

Steve pulled himself up allowing Clive to savour the spectacle of na | 


4 


semi-naked glory at its full height. Then. satisfied that Clive had enjoyed _ : 


an eyeful, Steve pulled up his trousers. 

‘We're aettina off ere. 
pulled into Dalston Kingsland. 

The ticket inspector asked for their tickets. Steve waved his blade at ; ; 
the bastard and told him to ‘Fuck Off!’ Clive was clutching Steve’s arm ° 
and giggling uncontrolably. The ticket inspector wisely decided to. let * 
them through without further argument. He was paid to stop’ fare dod- . 
ging but wasn’t about to extend his duty so that included dosing his 
life. 


It was well past eleven and Steve wanted a drink. No problem, The 
back bar of ‘The Station’ was always open to those who knew the right - 
knock, and it was riaht next door — hence its name. 

Steve pulled out the wallet he’d lifted earlier and -paid for two pints. 
They sat in a comer and got through five rounds in just over ‘an hour, 
The Station wasn’t much to look at but it was a place you could be - 
Sure of getting a drink after closing time. The landlord would have gones 
out of business years ago if he’d relied on legal custom. : 

Steve decided it was time to go. It only took a couple of mini te: 
get to Amhurst Road in a cab. Steve lived just a few doors down. 
number 359 where on August 21st 1971 several members of the} 
Brigade were busted by Special Branch on suspicion of being be 
campaign of bombings carried out against the rich and the instit) tior 
that supported them. Subsequently the house had been converte¢ 
a grocery store but Steve was determined that one day, in the not 
distant future, it would be further modified into a museum and shrine. _ 

The Angry Brigade had tried hard to turn the anarchist dream of a 
free society, in which people could have their kicks without ‘getting 
busted by the pigs, into a living reality through a campaign of $a 
destruction. Steve was determined that Class Justice would su Ks 
where the Angry Firm of a few generations back had failed. Steve< 
drew strength from living so close to the former residence of his heros. 
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Steve half ordered, half informed, as, the train ‘ 


A place where many a bomb outrage had been plotted. 
As Steve led Clive to his front door he reflected cententedly that the 
night had been salvaged. Despite the fiasco with the trots in the pub it 
hadn’t been such a bad night. The action, sex, and booze had cleared 
the clouds from his mind. Steve felt good and with Clive by his side he 
knew the next round of sex was only a few minutes away. 


THERE were lights on in the house and as Steve opened the door the 
classic refrains of Skrewdriver’s ‘Anti-Social’ drifted out onto the street. 
Lefties could never understand why Class Justice listened to ‘fascist’ 
bands like Skrewdriver and the Last Resort. Nor why their favourite 
reading matter were the pulp rantings of Richard ‘Skinhead’ Allen, 
Mick Norman, Alex R. Stuart, Mickey Spillane, H.P. Lovecraft, and 
Guy N:-Smith. But then trendy lefties were middle class tessers who 
didn’t understand Working Class Kulture. They prefered the pathetic 
tweeterings Of Blake, Shelly, and William Morris to the straight from 
the street verbals of a Peter Cave. Labour party hacks, community 
‘art' workers, and assorted other leftie scum couldn’t understand why the 
working class weren't interested in ‘improving’ themselves through 
exposure to art. But then the proletariat, unlike their middle class 
‘champions’, weren't taken in by the bourgeois mystifications surround- 
ing ‘art’, They recognised that ‘art’ was a bourgeois construction laden 
with moralism and, underpinned by the ridiculous concept of ‘universal 
human values’. Bourgeois culture was ‘tasteful’, and supposedly ‘good 
for the soul’, to be taken as though it were some kind of medicine. 
Working Class Kulture had no pretensions towards taste, craftmanship, 
or moral qualities. It was loud, nude, rude, entertaining, entertainment 
and nothing more. If for the moment certain manifestations of Working 
Class Kulture were open to accusations of fascism then that was hardly 
suprising, after all these Kultural artifacts were produced under condit- 
ions dictated by capitalist social relations. Fascism and democracy being 
the two faces of capitalist oppression, it was inevitable that Kultural 
creations produced under capitals reign were tainted by at least one of 
them. The successful completion of proletarian revolution and the 
suppression of bourgeois social relations would coincide with the abolit- 
ion of art, culture, and classes. Democracy would be superseeded by the 
movement of vast majorities unfettered by the apparatus of a state. In 
the meantime Working. Class Kulture was far less dangerous as an instru- 
ment of mystifications than bourgeois ‘art’. 

Steve led Clive into his dirty squat, wallpaper peeling from the walls, 
no carpet on: the floor, and the putrid aroma of rotten food wafting 
through from the kitchen. 

There were visitors in the ‘communal room’. 

‘Alright?’ shouted Swift Nick over the noise of the first Skrewdriver 
album. 

‘Yeah.’ Steve screamed back. 

Lying on the floor with his head resting in Nick’s lap was Eric. He 
smiled vacantly at Steve and the handsome young anarchist grinned 
stupidly back.. Steve went over to the hi fi and turned down the volume. 
On turning’round‘he realised it was a joint and not a cigarette drooping 
from Eric's lips. He'd have caught the smell earlier if he hadn't been 
feeling so pissed. 

‘Why the fuck do you smoke that hippy shit?’ Steve demanded. 

‘I like it.’ Eric snapped back. 

Steve looked disapprovingly at Nick: ‘You still dealing that crap?’ 

‘Yeah.’ Nick's tone was utterly indifferent. 

‘Why not stick to good proletarian drugs like speed?’ Steve demanded. 

‘Because times are ‘ard and there’s more money to be made from divers- 
ification.’ Nick retorted in the authoritarian tone of someone who had a 
sound grasp of capitalist economics. 

‘Next you'll be telling me you're dealing smack.’ 

‘There's: nothing wrong with a little liquid sky, as long as it’s done in 
moderation.’ 

‘Whose this you got wiv you?’ enquired Eric. 

‘This is:Clive, Clive this is Nick, and Eric.’ 

‘So where'd you two love birds meet?’ asked Eric relieved to have 


_ changed the subject. 
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‘Hampstead.’ 
beside him. 
22 'Tive: 'eard of ’ob knobbing wiv the rich but you don't 'ave to bring 'em 
» tome for a good knobbing afterwards.’ Eric sniggered. 
~ Steve bit his lip as he studied the shimmering outline of Eric’s manhood 
* which was straining provocatively against his skintight leather jeans. A 
* picture flashed into Steve's mind of Eric's naked bulk spread out before 
jhim. A hand was gently massaging his thighs, and cupping up beneath his 
groin. *He looked down and traced the hand back along an arm and up to 
‘ Clive’s'shoulder. Once again Clive had activated the code that lay buried 
Ski his genetic system and transformed his latent desire into a 


replied Steve sinking into a sofa and pulling Clive down 


bing errection. Steve pushed his face into Clive’s and felt the 
iele ¢ shock of unbridled passion shoot through his body as their lips 

\Clive unzipped the dark pool at the centre of Steve’s genetic 
y aay and pulled down on the waist band of his trousers until he’d 
ed d Steve' 's primitive consciousness from the last vestiges of a repress- 
¢ ation. He unbuttoned Steve’s shirt and his mouth bore down 
jon’Steve’s naked stomach and the kisses sank lower, and lower, until 
is tongue was snaking between Steve's balls. Finally the worm at the 
ery centre of Steve's being shot out its milky dew in the dark depths of 
Clive’s throat. 

Clive spread his legs and pushed his passionate fulfilment at Steve’s 
mouth. Steve flipped him over and his tongue explored Clive’s cavernous 
pleasures causing great sobs of ecstacy to shudder through their bodies. 
Steve moved his whole body upwards until once again his throbbing 
desire plummed the darkest depths of Clive’s mystery. The worm that 
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was Steve spat out its seed and Clive received it with moans of orgasmic swamps was calling them back through millions of years of evolution. 
fulfilment. And having come they were shot back to the horrifying __. Steve was in ecstacy, he had long since left the mudflats and was being 
realities of a world fractured to its very core by capitalist social relations, Swirled through a boiling sea aeons before history. As they came they 

As Steve pulled himself free of Clive’s sticky body he noted with pleas- were covered in a sweet sweat of slime, quite different in quality from 
ure that Eric was taking a healthy interest in his naked animality. An the slippery film that had glistened across them earlier. 
interest Steve almost succeeded in tuming to embarrassment when Eric Steve rolled his eyes into place: ‘Fancy a lager?’ he enquired looking 
realised that he'd noticed it. However before Steve had the opportunity across at: Clive. 
to press home the advantage Eric made his move and regained the posit--~ Clive gasped ‘Yes.’ as he slowly readjusted to an atmosphere polluted 
ion of superiority. ‘ by exchange. 

‘If you've quite finished then it’s usually the custom to offer yer guests Steve put on nis boots but remaining otherwise nude he descended 
a drink.’ % the stairs. Dog, a young skinhead and long time sexual partner of Butch- 

‘There's a six pack in the fridge, you know where it is, go get it.’ Steve er was brewing up in the kitchen. He might have guessed: Dog was the 
retorted. e reason Butch hadn’t been around when he and Clive pulled in. The 

The balance had been restored. Eric got up to fetch the lager. ae sight..of Steve's meat still glistening from its last sexual encounter was 

‘Shit, that man really knows how to wind me up.’ Yo all the ‘provocation Dog needed to get down on his knees and pull the 

‘If I didn’t know him better I'd say he fancied you.’ Nick wasn’t smil- huge organ.into his mouth. Steve soared, the swamps below him and 
ing. > nothing above but the sun. He swallowed hard and moaned. Dog had 

Thoughts ftashed through Steve’s mind. Past incidents chicked into escaped beyond any possibility of experience, and even the volcanic 
place. Shit, maybe Eric did fancy him. Steve knew what he wanted seed being emptied into his throat was not discernibly different from 
but for the moment he didn’t know how to get it. He’d play it cool the long silent night before the first star exploded giving birth to animate 
until the right opportunities arose for him to manouvre the situation to life. 
his own advantage. But before he did anything he'd have to find out Butcher entered the kitchen unseen, unheard, as Dog and Steve vainly 
how Eric really felt. : attempted to erase the marks of value and exchange inscribed on their 

‘I should be so lucky!’ Steve retorted. ‘ bodies by capital and its glistening commodities, as unaware as Butcher 

Nick’s face broke into a smile The balance had been restored, For that the ‘naturalness’ of their sexual practice had been as carefully 
the moment Nick was still number one, still had the General’s screw. constructed by the’ agents of recuperation as the anarchist ideology they 
For the moment Steve couldn’t be sure about Eric, -instead he’d make embraced. Butcher lubricated Steve’s arse with margerine, twisted his 
Nick sweat it out about something else. : arms under, up, and around Steve’s shoulders and pumped his seed into 

‘Is anything up with you Nick.’ Steve enquired casually. the veritable seat of Steve’s being. The three young anarchists laboured 

"What d’ya mean?’ ; under the illusion they had re-entred a primitive terrain, a terrain that 

‘Are you alright?’ sexual exhaustion would force them to leave but which could at a later 

‘Of course I’m alright!’ , date be regained. They had yet to lear that under capital nothing, 

‘Some of the comrades are talking ya know.’ : and least of all ‘sexual expression’, is natural. 

‘No I don’t know, if I did I’d know what you're talking about.’ When the ‘mudflats’ dissolved they were ‘returned’ to the dirt and 

‘Some of the comrades, not mentioning any names, but I’ve overheard grime of their kitchen. Butcher was the first to catch his breath. 
one or two of them wondering if you've gone soft. Wondering why you "Oo you ‘got upstairs?’ he enquired, peering at Steve as he forced his 
don't seem to be around very much these days.’ _: mind to focus on the-banalities of the everyday world. 

‘Look, so I missed the ruck tonight, and I’m not' down the 'Orse every ‘Uh, just some dude I picked up in ’Ampstead.’ 
night of the week. I've got things to do you know, That man.....”Nick “Ave you seen the papers this momin’. Butcher was smiling. 
jerked his thumb at the half open door “.....takes up a lot of time. He - ‘No.’ Steve replied blankly. 
gives me a lot of pleasure and that’s what anarchism’s supposed to be ‘That dude you got upstairs wouldn’t ’ appened to be Clive Armstrong- 
all about ain’t it. So I spend some time getting my rocks off, it don’t Smith, who went missing last night after 'is father, the fifth richest man 
mean I hate the rich any the less.’ ‘ in Britain, got ’ospitalised by a crazed gang of anarchist thugs?’ 

‘Listen Nick, I’ve always stuck by you.’ : ‘Could be, ’is name’s Clive, an’ I done over 'is old man, but it wasn't no 

‘So far.’ Nick replied pointedly, , gang it was me on my own.’ 

The reappearance of Eric with four cans of lager eased:-what could have ‘The papers also mentioned that marauding bands of uniformed bandits 
become a difficult situation. He handed out the beer‘and sat ‘down ‘ave turned over every known anarchist centre in the country looking for 
pulling Nick up against him. ; the kid.’ 

‘Shit...’ Eric murmered ‘.,,.it’s hot in ’ere.’ = "Ee wanted. to come back wiv me, I never asked 'im. ‘Eee even gave 

Winking at Steve he pulled off his tight leather pants and revealed me the keys ‘to ’is old man’s mansion so I could do over the bastard. 
his shimmering manhood in its absolute naked banality. © I never kidnapped ‘im.’ 

Steve wanted to rush over to him and run his hands over the nude ‘Well, if 'ee’s a willin’ conspirator all we ’ave to do is alter ‘is appear- 
provocation, squeezing the member until it burst like. an over ripe ance, Idon’t want no pigs bustin’ open my skull so we better get that 
melon. Steve checked himself and Eric noted with pleasure the desire- done quick.’ 
welling up through the lieutenant’s body. Having shown Steve the Clive sat on a stool masturbating moodily while Dog shaved his head. 
delights that would be his , should he prove himself worthy, Eric snuggl- When Dog had finished Clive decided he wanted his pubes done to match 
ed up against Nick. Steve's mind nearly snapped. Shit he was a tease. a and when that was accomplished he started to cheer up. 

‘Listen Steve.’ Nick was asserting himself. $ 7S , Steve went down Ridley Road Market and stole some gear. DM's, 

‘I'm listening.’ : R * bleached jeans, flight jacket, and a t-shirt bearing the slogan ‘HEROIN: 

‘I came over here because I wanted to ask youafavour.’ ~  : _. TI'S WHAT YOUR RIGHT ARM'S FOR.’ Clive had spent most of the 

‘Ask away.’ 3 ; » «morning imitating Dog's South of the River accent and by the time they 

‘There’s someone I'd like you and Butcher to do in, I’asked Butcher»: were all ready to go to the caff he had got it off pat. 
earlier, before he went off to bed, an’ ’ee said ‘ee was up to it if you: | After lunch Steve took Clive to the White Horse to down a few pints. 
were into the crack.’ one . 7 Clive wondered if he should call himself something different, but Steve 

‘Tell me bout it.’ ‘ & jo oput his foot down and insisted such a move was too obvious. In any 

“You ever ‘eard of a swedish student called Bjorn, works part time in: : case lots of people were called Clive. 
the leftie bookshop over Paddington way, started sniffin’ round our’ . Clive complained bitterly when Steve informed him that he wasn’t 
scene a few months back?’ ; . + taking him down to the Elephant to do over the Swede. Rich lovers, 

‘Yeah, I ’eard real bad reports but ain't never met ‘im.’ 4 ~~ thought: Steve, they're a pain in the arse. But it wasn’t exactly going 

‘Good, that’s why I’m askin’ ya. I want you an’ Butcher'to do ‘im: ‘ to be easy getting rid of him now. If he wasn’t careful Clive might go 


, squealing to the pigs. Steve took Clive round to see some friends so he’d 
» ¢ have some people to play with. He knew they’d fuck him. Steve didn’t 
, { care. He didn’t exactly intend being faithful himself. 


over. 'Ee squats in the Elephant, I gave Butcher the address.’ ‘ 
‘Sounds fun, what’s ’ee done?’ Sates 
‘Grassed-up Pete Smith for nicking books to order at ‘alf cover price.’ 
‘Scabby bastard!’ Sree os ; ; ; 
Steve enjoyed taking reprisals against informers and scabs, against: © THE Swedish scab squatted a council flat on the north side of the Eleph- 
those who spat on working class solidarity, The rich were‘scum but’ | 4mt. Butcher wanted to kick the door in but Steve suggested something 


those who shat on their own kind were worse. Bjorn was.about to. * a little more subtle. He slipped a stolen credit card between the door 
learn the meaning of regret. 1 i OS and it’s frame, at the point where a yale lock held it shut. The catch 


« slipped back easily and Steve pushed the door open. Steve just couldn't 
b believe that there were still so many people without a secure mortice 
‘lock: 


_ 


CLIVE was woken by Steve sliding across the smooth terrain of his body 
and getting out of bed. Light was streaming in through the unourtained*> ; =e ‘ . a 
endow Clive thought back over his night of passion. Steve battering ion *Right.’ said Steve, “Ee knocked off work at five so we've just got 
into him and the multiple orgasms breaking through their bodies ike? °. pate ee the place before ee gets back. Leave the hall as it-is, 
2 ing across xaudilate, Fi pat, ation of. . 50 @& don't get suspicious as:'ee comes in. 
ee eee ae, Cena neg ter oke ; Butcher and Steve worked together, gleefully shredding furniture, 
Steve was bending over, picking up the crumpled clothes he’d worn 4 { sheets, curtains, and clothes, with long, sharp knives. Steve took in the 
the day before and putting them in a carrier with some other dirty ; “ames on a pile of books before trashing them. Sartre, Camus, Kafka, 
ear. The sight of Steve’s buttocks poised:in mid-air was too , ‘of Kropotkin, even a couple of thinas by Stuart Christie. The Swede ob- 
» comptation for Clive to resist. ‘He advanced upon them, tongue snaked: viously didn’t know his ear from his arsehole. If you were gonna be a 
out, darted into the dark gorge and explored. Steve felt ripples of/pleas-  Dedsit intellectual you might as well do it in reasonable style with the 


ure tingle through his body. He placed his hands on the floor and € ve: post-modernist stuff: Guattari, Baudrillard, Lyotard. 


ed his buttocks, lubricated the anus with spittle and eased “his Butcher crapped on the floor and spread the shit across the carpet 
od a ne crepe tissue-of the sphincter. The primitive rhythm of | with his boot. He went to the kitchen, opened jars of jam, tins of beans, 


wv 


a regular occurrence. But to Steve it was not enough to simply re 


heel. Steve found a tool box, took out a hammer, and used it to smas 

the toilet, the bath, the basin. He switched off the water and pulled out 
the plumbing. Steve was very considerate. J 
out the decent working people who had the misfortune to live beneath 


this piece of scum. He switched off the leckey and tore out the elect- eae 


rics. 
Scumbag arrived home at five-thirty-five. He shut the door behind 
him and didn’t have time to wonder what the smells were because two 


strong pairs of arms grabbed him with the speed of striking king snakes. _ 
Butcher held the bastard from behind while Steve shoved a bar of soap“ — 
into his mouth and then taped up the orrifice. Butcher held tight while” 

Steve bound the struggling Swede hand and foot. They carried the bund- — 


le through to the lounge and dumped it in the middle of the floor. 
Guess what shitbag?’ Butcher didn’t wait for the reply he,knew the 
scab couldn't make. ‘We've wrecked your ‘ome.’ A SOs 


‘And,’ Steve continued: ‘the reason we’ve wrecked your ‘ome is coz — 


you're a scabby little bastard who grassed: up a comrade, A traitorous 
act we're gonna make you regret.’ 3 ; 

‘Yeah.’ Butcher interjected. ‘It ain't only your ‘ome that gets wrecked, 
you're gonna get done over too!’ : 

‘We'll start gently.’ Steve soothed as he got out his cock and pissed over 
the bastard. ; 

Steve pulled down the scab’s trousers and instructed Butcher to sit on 
the Swede’'s back and hold the cheeks of his arse apart. Steve squatted 
down over shitbag and pulled out his blade. : ; 

‘You know somethin’?’ Steve was really getting into’the trip. ‘You're 
shit and I’m gonna make sure you remember that every time you take 
a crap.’ 

He inserted the blade into the scab’s arse and made a nick. The bastard. 
flinched, 

‘The anus is a very sensitive part of the body, it’s very painful when 
it's damaaed.’ Steve intoned in his best diction. ; 

He made a deeper cut. The scab writhed beneath the skilful incisions 
of the sadistic anarchist surgeon. : é Pee 

‘It's a good thing you’ve got soap in yer mush or the neighbours might 
wonder why yer was screaming.’ Steve observed caustically. 

He worked the blade round the scumbag’s shit shute savagely lacerating 
the rim of dark pleasures. Steve got up. Butcher followed suit. A river 
of blood was flowing from the Swede’s seat. Steve turned the man over, 


untaped his mouth and took out the soap. The Swede was moaning, his _ 


chest heaving, barely conscious.. = 
Me a-lesson: you won't forget in an ‘urry.’ Steye’s mouth was set 
ard, 


with the satisfying crunch of splintering bone. 


r ¢ tae. 
Eric answered the door when the dynamic duo reached ‘their leader's | 2 
HQ at the Angel. Nick was listening ot the first Saints album, he turn- 
ed down the volume so that he could better greet his;two anarchist 


commandos. Eric went and made tea. When he came’ back he rubbe 
up and down against Nick and watched for Steve's reaction. Not 
visible but the lieutenant’s mind was boiling. Butcher poured the tea 
‘What we need,’ announced Steve in his most authoritive tone 
action.’ ; 
‘Yeah.’ replied Nick who couldn't exactly argue with 
so accurately reflected the most basic of all Class J 
Led that life should be rationally organised around 
cks, } S: 
‘So let's organise something.’ Steve continued. eo 3 
‘We've got the Harry Roberts March coming up next we! 
ed defensively. Ver 3 
‘Yeah,’ replied Steve who was looking at Eric, ‘but ‘that 
action, that’s just for the papers and to wind up the cops. 
do anvthing too much. It’s our own march, the cops’ll make sure 
outnumbering us. 
realise we're not sticking to the agreed route. 
but it ain’t exactly action.’ 
Nick couldn't pick a flaw in the logic of Steve’s argument. 
could use as an excuse to cast aside Steve’s ideas. 
‘What about we get a bunch of us together and organise a- 
crew to qo do Dulwich?’ Nick suggested. 
‘No.’ replied Steve. 
night would be much more exciting.’ 
Nick couldn't argue and hope to maintain his position of leade 
long, so he agreed. ; 
Steve was well pleased: with himself. This was the first phase 
plan to oust Nick as leader of Class Justice, and have Class Justice% 
leadership of the Class. Class Justice were already showing the 
ers the way, and they’d demonstrated time and again they were p 
to do the business. --To Class Justice rioting and rucking the piaq§ 


It’s good props 


e 


past successes. ‘It was necessary to make each clash more violent tha 
the one that had preceeded it. There had to be a continual escalati 
the struggle. That's what Class Justice were all about. They ha 
take things further and further until they finally took control of 
country. There would be extreme violent excesses-on both sidéi 
there could only be one outcome - Class Justice would overthrow 
government and replace it with an anarchist junta with Steve ‘at it 
head. The struggle was to be more violent than the violent, anduthi 
outcome of the struggle was to be a new anarchist reality, more 


than the real, a quasi-Baudrillardian hyperreality containing a negation 


of such proportions that it constituted its own disappearance. 


He’d not wanted to roa f 
eS 


He 
force. 


or AS 


; z 3 ; ~ ; 
‘Now I’m gonna be kind, put you outa yer misery,’ Steve's steel toe- 
capped boot slammed into the scab’s skull knocking him unconscious 


And they’re gonna be pretty unhappy pes y 


ut what we’re gonna do. 
ople gettin’ to ‘ear about this.’ 
“Sha I get shooters?’ Steve enquired. 
‘0, we 1l stick to petrol bombs for this.’ the General instructed. 
ck decided he'd have to keep an eye on Steve, he was a good lieut- 
but he was over-stepping the mark. He was inclined to push the 


But discreetly, I don’t want the wrong 


s Nick enjoyed holding power over an anarchist 
horde, a leadership all the more powerful for being invisible, but he 
knew his own limits. He wasn’t capable of seizing control of the state. 


4 


was more than content in his position as leader of an ‘oppositional’ 


tate just a little too far. 


ae 


? “STEVE strolled into the Horse just after 7pm and found it packed out 


with anarchists intent on getting tanked up before the nights big action. 
He barged through the crowd and got to the bar only to find the bar 
staff rushed off their feet as they struggled to maintain the supply of 
alchohol to the mob of thirsty libertarians. Steve was not used to waiting 
to be served. After a minute had gone by without anyone coming for- 
ward to take his order he picked up a large glass ash tray and banged it 
on the counter breaking it clean in two with a loud crack. The nearest 
barmaid turned and looked at him. She was about to shout that if his 
behaviour didn’t improve he'd get thrown out, but when she took in the 
dark malevolent intensity of his eyes the words stuck in her throat. He 
was quite obviously ‘of a different order to the mass around him demand- 
ing liquid satisfaction. The evil fury emanating from him was palpable. 
The barmaid put down the glass she was filling and served Steve. 

At Steve’s command a group of punks sitting round a corner table got 
up and moved to another part of the pub where they had to stand. 
Steve wanted some time and space for himself. Some stray lefties came 
over to take up the four vacated seats. Steve had a feeling for the timing 
of violence. He waited until the lefties had sat down and put their drinks 
on the table. Then he picked up his own drink and wrenched up the 
table, spraying liquid ‘refreshment over trotskyite jeans and sweatshirts. 
The lefties :left the pub and left Steve with his space. The trots would 
soon discover.that on this particular night no where in Stoke Newington 
was safe ground for authoritarian elements. -Every pub in the High 
Street, and most of those off it, was filled with the rank and file of the 
anarchist menace. Filled with Class Justice cannon fodder. The raw 


material of the riot Steve had organised as the climax of the evenings 
activities,  » ¥ 4] 


and less significant groups: Regulated Activity Movement 
Banner, and even a stray greybeard from the Kropotkinist 


Smilieu from him in the space of less than a year. Johns had 
1d the British anarchist movement for twenty years by with- 
‘the support of his vast financial resources from any group 
ual who failed to fall in line behind his leadership. But now 
f jumped up punks had taken control of the anarchist scene 
ng to the violent inclinations of the maladjusted types who 
acted to libertarian doctrines. He was particularly peeved by 
in which Class Justice could make a healthy profit on their 
while all he had to show against their street sold circulation of 
was a few hundred library subscriptions. Class Justice didn’t 


wind 


demics. 

had drunk seven pints in an hour and a half. He felt fuelled up: 
e evening. All around him tanked up libertarians were singing 
renditions of ‘The Black Flag’ and ‘Anarchism -Over All’. The 
tickle of anarchists from the pub burst into a flood as the minutes 
Gi closer ‘and closer to the appointed time. Most of the libertarians 
didn’t know exactly what was going to happen, only that it was 
thing big. But they were tanked and tooled up and for the rest 
put their trust in their leaders. 

Stove was virtually the last to leave the pub. He didn't want to see 
the mob arriving in dribs and drabs - ‘he wanted to see-the whole lot, 
all together, at once: he wanted to see:the total strength of his army at 
a single glance and not hang around impatiently wondering how many 
more were going to tum up. When Steve finally reached the waste 
ground just off the High Street his chest swelled with pride. Arrayed 
infront of him was a: brigand band nearly a thousand strong waiting 
impatiently for their leaders to issue:the order that would unleash their 
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full destructive potential. Steve overlooked the fact that the majority 


= 


of this brigade were dirty punks and in his imagination it became a mob’ 
worthy of being led by a Bakunin. And tonight Steve was to be the 
invisible pilot at the centre of the popular storm. Steve would direct: 
the storm. Not with a visible power, but with the collective dictator- 
ship of all the allies. A dictatorship without badge, without title, without 
official right, yet all the more powerful because it had none “of the 
appearances of power. All it took was a single word and the mob would 
obev Steve's everv destructive whim. He closed:his eyes and imagined 
himself with this pack running behind him. Then Swift Nick sidled 
up and brought him back down to reality. Nick would have to be dealt 
with soon, he was the final obstacle between Steve and the realisation 
of his desires. gt 

‘O.K.’ snapped Nick. ‘Pass out the molotovs and we'll get this thing 
moving, we didn’t come ’ere for no garden party.’ te 

For the moment Steve did as he was told but soon, very SOOM... 

Nick and Steve led the anarchist mob off the waste ground and down 
to the local fuzz—lair. Steve hurled the first molotov /and the petrol 
bomb exploding against the front of the cop shop acted as the signal 
for everyone else to launch their fire bombs. A sheet of flame engulfed 
the building, and the pigs, not knowing what had hit them, rushed out 
of a rear exit in a mad panic to save their bacon. : 

Wave upon wave of molotovs hit the building and the fire soon caught 
hold. The building was crumbling amidst cheers from the anarchist 
brigands. From the other side of the building the pigs watched in dismay 
as their most valued, and most visible, symbol of authority was ravaged 
by flame. The building hadn't stood a chance under the suprise on- 
slaught of several hundred molotovs. To the cops it/was as if the spirit 
of Ulrike Meinhoff had been conjured back from the dead. 

The pigs, however, had not been idle: while the anarchists had been 
giving up a chant of ‘Colin Roach, Colin Roach, Colin Roach’: they’d 
managed to save a certain amount of equipment and files and were now 
busily loading this up into vans. And of course reinforcements had been 
called in from all over London and the home counties. 

Steve smiled to himself, he’d certainly taken the:situation further than 
had ever been managed before. A suprise attack on a cop shop without 
any specific reason to retaliate against the anti-social elements, For once 
a pig-sty was getting torched without good proletarians needing to be 
provoked into such an action by the bully boys im blue first maiming, or 
murdering, one of their number. Of course the:memory of the Colin 
Roach murder was still in the minds of the people of Stoke Newington 
but there had been plenty of cop outrages since then. Whereas previous 
riots had occurred spontaneously ‘without leaders, organisation, or a 
heirarchy, this was a‘specifically anarchist mot that had: been planned 
and co-ordinated with military precision by the Class Justice hierarchy. 
The anarchists were no longer tail-ending the left tail-ending the workers: 
they were leading them both! Se 

Having hit their target, and hit it good, there wasn’t much left to do but 
generalise the struggle. Rioting spread north up Stokey High Street to- 
wards Stamford Hill, and south through Kingsland High Street to Dal- 
ston. Saturday night drinkers joined in with the anarchists as they looted 
shops, turned over cars, and set fire to buildings.: ‘Hordes of youths 
streamed out of nearby council estates to join in the fun. . 

Steve had been pushed down with the surge of the crowd into Dalston 
and watched with glee as leftie monuments such as the Rio Cinema and 
the local community centre were put to the torch, From ‘Dalston to 
Stamford Hill young and old, black and white, women and men, anarch-*: 
ist and proletarian, were helping themselves to goods without paying : 
for them: and giving free reign to deep seated urges to indulge in the. ; 
wanton and violent destruction of the society that oppressed: them, : 
urges that had frothed way beyond boiling point and were now running. . 
madly out of control. : : ae § 

But on the edges of this festival of destruction lay the’dark forces of: | 
law and order who had blocked roads to ensure the violence was con- ‘ 
tained. Waiting until the fires of rebellion died down to a level where: 
they could be extinguished by water cannon, tear gas, the plastic bullet, 
riot shield, and truncheon. The pigs had prevented the violence spreading 
as far as Shoreditch or Tottenham but as they waited to move in and end: 
the marvelous fire carnival they were demoralised:-by rumours that several. 
of their colleages had been burned alive, and angered by chants of ‘PC: 
Blakelock Makes The Best Bacon’. But despite these provocations few: 
of them were enticed to break ranks and risk the full wrath ofthe rioters : 
as they sought retribution for the injuries on their own side. ‘The know- ' 
ledge that when the full force of the riot was spent the snatch squads - 
would move in giving them ample opportunity for retribution was en-: 
ough to sustain them. When that happened any anarchist or proletarian : 
unlucky enough to be nabbed would suffer more than the odd punch in ; 
the kidney and boot to the skull. Proletarians had not forgotten thatduring ; 
the riots of 81 Mersey police had even gone as far as murdering David’: 
Moore, a crippled man, by running him dowm with one of their vans. © > 

Steve ran into Eric who in a state of high excitment grabbed hold of ‘ 
his hand and pulled him along Dalston Road and down onto the canal ; 
tow-path where it ran under the street. Be) aan 

‘Shit, I’ve been dreaming "bout this for months.’ Eric panted as he: 
unzipped Steve’s fly. Bln 

He squeezed the lieutenant’s tool into a throbbing erection and pues , 
the object of his desire against him. Police helicopters were; cling: 


, 


overhead as Steve entred Eric. The lieutenant bequeathed the‘general’s 
unfaithful lover several wads of genetic treasure as multiple orgasm: 


sent sobs of ecstacy through their heaving bodies. * ; 

At the other end of the riot zone Clive had run into Nick but.they 
were unable to hold a conversation above the chants of ‘We Want Every- 
thing’, Nick grabbed Clive’s hand and dragged him along to the graveyard 


dads te enamel 
a 


sat the bottom end of Stamford Hill Road, then hustled him over its 
“gate. It was a large graveyard but Nick knew exactly where he was 
going - the deconsecrated church at its very heart. Clive knew what was 
going through Nick's mind and stripped without the slightest encourage- 
ment: 
‘I’ve been wanting to fuck you since I met you.’ whispered Nick as 
he mounted his ride. 


‘I'LL tell you what Steve.’ Eric was pulling up his trousers. ‘I reckon 
Nick's gone soft. He’s got some dream about setting up an anarchist 
bookshop in the East End, getting other people to run in, and moving 
out to a farm in the country. And expects me to go wiv ‘im,’ 

‘Fuck ‘im.’ Steve swore. 

‘That’s. what I think. 
I like action, kicks.’ 

‘Yeah, right’on.’ 

‘So are you gonna help me get rid of Nick, take over the organisation 
for yourself?’ . 

‘Yeah.’ Steve was still a little unsure of Eric. 

The two lads were now both fully dressed:and had turned their minds 
to the matter in hand. 

‘Let’s get outta 'ere. A riots no place to be when the rioting’s comin’ to 
an end. It won't. be long before the snatch squads get sent in and the 
cops start bustin’ open skulls like they was six-packs of beer.’ 

‘Let's cut along the canal to your place. The cops'll ‘ave the roads 
covered but I don’t reckon they'll have got it together to ‘ave done 
the canal,’ 

Eric agreed to Steve’s plan and the two young anarchists headed west 
along the tow-path, arriving safely in Islington without meeting a single 
piece of the opposition. 

In the graveyard Nick had also tumed his mind to thoughts of escape. 
He led Clive over the west wall of the cemetary, then a few hundred 
yards north onto Manor Road. Unseen, but just round the corner to 
the east, rows of cops had sealed off access onto Stamford Hill. The 
scene with the cops to the south on Church Street was even heavier. 
Nick and ‘Clive were out of the riot zone but not quite out of danger. 
The rioting ‘had spread on a north/south axis, penetrating only a few 
hundred yards west. :The duo cut across a road, through some gardens, 
more roads and gardens. Manor House tube had been closed:in a vain 
attempt to prevent bands of marauding youths descending on the area 
in even larger numbers as news of the riot spread on tv, radio, and by 
word of mouth. 

Nick and Clive headed up to Finsbury Park from where they got a cab 
back to theAngel. The cops were only a few hours away from regaining 
control of the streets. Steve and Eric had already made it home, Exhil- 
arated by their recent dosage of sex and violence the quartet of anarchists 
stayed up all night talking over the action. In the moming Enric put on 
the breakfast<tv so they could watch the coverage of the riot. Nick read- 
ied his video to record any news footage, and the four libertarians cheer- 
ed heartily whenever shakey pictures of pigs being bricked or buildings 
being torched’were shown. Class Justice were highly media conscious 
and the: only thing they rated higher than actually doing the business 
was media coverage of the business appearing to be done. Most Class 
Justice members kept massive scrap books of cuttings about riots and 
the anarchist menace. Anarchism was now the most virulent of all 
the teenage political cults because done Class Justice style it combined 
the mindless violence of the skinhead begat crazes with the political 
perspectives of the freaks, the most extreme wing of the hippies, who 
like the’ situationists before them combined a rogue breed of anarchism 
and ultra-left communism. However Class Justice prefered to ram their 
message: home with a clenched fist, or steel toe-capped boot, rather 
than the grand intellectual gestures of a Situationist International. Or 
at least this was the appearance of things. But beneath their media image 
Class Justice prefered representation to reality which was precisely why 
they rejected all the criticism ‘they received from within the milieu on 
the grounds that those who criticised:them had ‘done nothing’. What 
Class Justice had done that the others within their milieu had failed to 
do was the reification of the very principle of doing nothing. In the 
world of spectacular representations Class Justice existed as a pure 
negation. ~They had more media appeal than Manson, the Yippies, 


I don’t wanna move to the bleedin’ country. 


3 the Moors Murderers, the Merry Pranksters, the Sex Pistols, and Sigue 


Sigue Sputnik, all put together: and it was for precisely this reason that 
they were a counter-revolutionary organisation. Class Justice played 
the medium and became part of the message. 


‘GOOD evening.’ a voice purred into the receiver. 

‘Hello.’ Steve replied. ‘Is that the mets?’ 

‘This is New Scotland Yard.’ the voice purred back.’ 

‘I have some information concerning the Class Justice ‘Bash The Rich 
March’ scheduled to take place this Saturday.’ 

Yes,’ the voice was tense and alert. 

"The march isn’t gonna take the route the organisers gave you, it’s 
“.gonpa break away from it at the bottom of Ladbroke Grove and head 
» off to Sheperds Bush in tribute to Harry Roberts.’ 
“Steve replaced the receiver. He'd said enough. Enough to ensure 
“that thousands of angry pigs would be swarming through West London 

on Saturday bent on preventing Class Justice paying homage to a cop 

killer. The march would be a failure and a humiliation for Nick whose 
idea it had been. It would weaken his leadership. prepare the way for 
his overthrow at the Class Justice national conference. 


STEVE didn’t really have any choice about turing up for the ‘Harry 
Roberts Memorial March’. It would have looked suspicious if-he hadn't 
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been there. He arrived at Ladbroke Grove tube just before 3pm to find 


a mob of several hundred anarchists had already preceded him. & 
Steve hated West London and in particular the Notting Hill area that 
encompassed Ladbroke Grove. It had been home and heartland ‘of 
the capital’s hippy, beatnick, and psychedelic scenes for decades. ; ‘It 
was the sort of place a Michael Moorcock hero would live, or the freak 
poet hero of a NEL paperback from the seventies, To Steve the filthy 
middle class drop outs with their sociology degrees who infested the 
Notting Hill area were more offensive than the rich scumbags who 
occupied the rich ghettos of Chelsea; Knightsbridge, and Kensington. 


Napalming was too good for these degenerate peaceniks. Steve often — 


fantasised about cleansing the streets of West London of this human 
dross with a flame thrower. a 
The marchers eventually moved off at 3.35pm. Class Justice“were 
no different from any other political group when it came down to the 
monotonous regularity with which their marches were beleagered by 
late starts. There were plenty of pigs in evidence lining the route of the 
march: and even more hidden away in vans on the back streets. The 
coppers were sick to the guts at having to escort the mob of anarch- 
ists along Ladbroke Grove, but at that moment there was fuck all they 
could do about it. It was a legal march following a prescribed route. 
There were jeers as the first marchers passed the cop shop towards 
the bottom of the Grove. And suddenly several new banners were 
unfurled bearing the legends ‘Harry Roberts Memorial March’, ‘Harry 
Roberts Appreciation Society’. and ‘Harry Roberts Is Our Friend’, 
The marchers tried to break off west towards Sheperds Bush instead 
of east along the legally agreed route to swanky Kensington. There 
was a:good chance they'd have succeeded if they'd had suprise on their 
side. But the pigs had been forwamed and they were met by a solid 
wall of the Mets. 
_Those at the front of the march were arrested: the rest were humil- 
iated by being made to run in single file between two tight lines of 
coppers all the way back to Ladbroke Grove tube; And as the anarch- 
ists ran the pigs slammed truncheons into their bodies. When they got 
back to the tube they were further humiliated by being informed by pigs 
smug with self-satisfaction that their leaders had been arrested. Those 
who were still game enough to reply: ‘We don’t have leaders’ were put 
in their place with a ‘Not now sonny, they're all in nick’. Then the 
self-styled anarchist menace was bundled twenty at a time. into whatever 
train came into the station. : 


STEVE had vastly underestimated the damage the failure of the ‘Harry 
Roberts March’ would do to Nick's leadership, and the party, Nick 
dropped out of the movement without a fight, making Steve’s take 
over a mere formality. But after the ‘Harry Roberts’ fiasco‘there wasn’t 
much to take over. Class Justice had lost all their credibility, They 
were never able to organise another march of any size. . The member 
ship fluctuated for several years between low-points of five and some- 
where in the mid twenties. And of course whenever there were inner 
city disturbances the media laid the blame squarely on the shoulders 
of Class Justice. In this way Steve and his movement were able to 
live off their purely spectacular ‘past glories’, - And: despite taking the 
credit for a growing tide of proletarian violence, Class Justice never 
had any part to play as riot after riot occured spontaneously. — without 
need of leaders, agitators, organisations, or ideologies. 


EMPTY WORDS 
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REVOLUTIONARIES must reject the empty rhetoric and ‘cheap slogan- 


eering inherent in a whole host of words. These words are used either ; ) 
to create a binary opposition in a far more complex situation, or else: © 
as undefined concepts, but to which none the less there is almost univers- ° 


al agreement over whether any one of these concepts is ‘good or ‘bad’, ; 
and whenever one of these terms is used everyone is expected to indulge. 
in the same Pavlovian response of either head nodding or finger wagging. > 
This text in itself is a classic example in the use of empty words. The: 
very first word contains a moralism. rye Se 
But to attack this moralism is to reify it. 2s en 
Progress is necessary. Plagiarism implies it. Ideas improve. The meaning ~ 
of words participates in this improvement. < - f 
This may be a head game but it is in no way abstract. It re/presents a 
genuine struggle for power. The act of ordering these words ia an effect 
of, or in effect, the creation of authority. Ysa Ray us 
Forget freedom. To say ‘forget freedom’ is just as insidious‘as saying 
‘the emancipation of the workers is the task of the workers thems Ives". » 
There is no real difference. Both are projections of authority. : 
The point however is to break out of these power struggles. ‘And ' e: 
first step towards doing that is to recognise them. ' ie: 
And as time goes by we will become bored with these games a 
stead embrace silence and the refusal of creativity. be 
Between 1990 and 1993 we will be refusing any dialogue in the di 
courses of art, politics, and philosophy. era 
This is to be the first step in the refusal of power and creativity. ‘ 
first oe towards leaving the bourgeois terrain. (Another series of 'n 
isms). ns 
If you're sick and tired of traditional authorities JOIN US! 4 
Or perhaps you'd like to assert your own authority? : 5 a 
The spectacular ‘choice’ of spectacular time(s) demonstrates sufficiently. 
the necessity for the rejction of all ideologies, especially those embedded) 
in a specious ‘alternativism’. a 
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_THE PRINCIPLES OF PRAXIS 


PRAXIS is the rigorous opposition of everyday life to the fundamentalist 
application of the neo-essentialist meta-critique given abstact formulation 
in thevsolicitations of architecture on the subconscious (sic) as an alcho- 
holic moves from the bar s/he has just been thrown out of to one where 
s/he ‘will still be served, a pseudo-(in)activity popularised by a group of 
french bohemians under the title of the drift. 

The drift is IN ITSELF an acceptance of the PREVAILING EXTING— 
ENGIES observed to be determinant in the modern world. Whereas 
PRAXIS is a denial of the necessity of alchoholic consumption in human 
society, and an opposition to all commodity relationships. 

Organisational fetishism, whicn 1s tne conscious expression of this 
mediated social milieu, REALISES this abstracted (....) in its inverted 
form. In'that organisational fetishists have always expressed a preference 
for the dictatorship of an invisible hierarchy to visible, rotated, task 
orientated leaderships, whose short lived privileges are to be despised and 
concretelv attacked. 

Language, like consciousness, is very easily supressed. And the suppress- 
ion of all systems of communication 1s the first task of those seeking 
unmediated relations with their fellow proletarians. 

If art existed it would be necessary to reinvent it. 

That the neo-essentialist meta critique has gained a place in the rhetoric 
of the aestheticians of self-activity, the big sleep, is TANTAMOUNT to 
the completion of this sentence. 

This banal self-activity, deriving from the SPECTACULAR REPRE— 
SENTATION OF THE GLISTENING COMMODITY, demonstrates the 
historical underdevelopment of those who have yet to embrace the 
joyous refusal of creativity. 

The TASK is not :to seize the means of production and replace the 
structures of domination with liberated desire. Rather we must abandon 
the moralism:of all tasks-and labours and liberate ourselves from desire 
in sensuous inactivity, 

The banal. meta language of art will not be measured to the needs of 
participants, rather participation will cease in the refusal of creativity. 

Art, and its NATURAL CONCOMMITANT, creativity, having fulfilled 
their historical role, have SUCCUMBED at this juncture to the NEGAT— 
IVE POWER OF THOSE WHO REFUSE ALL FORMS OF LABOUR. 

PRAXIS is a rejection of infantile jargonism. The refusal of creativity 
is to be realised-in the clarity of programmatic analysis.. Thus we strive 
(when temporarily recuperated to spread the word about the refusal of 
creativity) at all times for simplicity and directness in word and deed. 

Creativity’s invasion, of all aspects of everyday life and it’s colonisation 
of all forms of social relationships must in itself lead us to a rejection of 
all relationships and the establishment of a critique of all forms of human 
interaction under the prevailing conditions of modern labour in its 
decadent phase. . 

The collective refusal of self-transformation implicit in the unmediated 
refusal of creativity is best achieved within a structure of federated auto- 
onomous grouplets. ‘The impossibility of collective inaction unfettered 
by the snapping guard-dogs of internalised capitalist ideology and the 
modified* neo-essentialist critique unblocking all refusals of creativity 
under the prevailing forces of oppression, mean that the optimum size of 
~ such grouplets should be less than two. 

PRAXIS is not an aspiration to the leadership but merely a way of 
bringing the torch of enlightenment to the class. 
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NOTES ON CONTEXT AND METHODOLOGY 


: 2 
WE are not artists, politicos, or philosophers, but as we move towards the 
concrete; refusal of creativity our activities, leading to future inactivity, 
‘cause us to engage in the discourses of art, politics, and philosophy. 
_ We are ‘not interested in intervention, we seek to avoid all forms of act- 


. ivity. 


Politics:is a first order activity in the struagle for, and maintenance of, 


' power. Art and philosophy are second order activities used to glorify and 


} reinforce. the positions of people engaged in the first order activity of 
* Artists and philosophers are the Cadre of politicians. 

* Anarchists and ultra-leftists are the very worst kind of politidan. They 
‘ are the most belligerent in their claims of objectivity. 

Politicians require a truth-referent (power) as strong as that of any 


7 fundamental religious group. And those in need of a truth referent are 
: incapable of theretico-practical activity. And when one moves beyond 
« such easily recuperated action to the refusal of creativity those in need of 


| truth referent react with utter incomprehension. They are too cynical 
© understand anything but power. 
Politicians occassionally like to posture around extremist positions but 
eir love of power (truth) is such that they will never be able to quest- 
on anything but the most banal assumptions of the reigning society. 
ike! philosophers we aim at systematic extremism. We seek to take 
PRAXIS to its logical conclusion. And the more absurd the results 
the better we like it. While academic philosophers seek truth from ment- 
cal ag lity, we mine humour from our (in)activity. We treat philosophical 
discourse as a very sly satire. 
_ Fhe discourse of art requires no visible truth-referents, any activity is 
justifiable as art. However for an action to become art requires adher- 
ence to avery subtle, and ‘apparantly’ invisible, series of rules. The truth 
referent for (good and bad) art is so subtle that it almost allows one to 
get away with murder. But whatever one does is a recuperated activity. 


Art embodies capitalist ideology and its onl i i 
the refusal of creativity. ; Tae eS 
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THE CONDITION IN WHICH IDEOLOGY REMATERIALIZES ITSELF 


THIS text is not something that can be interpreted or understood by the 
use of condensed catchphrases, one-liners, or definitive statements on the 
miseries or appearances of the current spectacular moment. The text is 
a Stage of the Spectacle and the Spectacle is fully realised in this text. 
Both constitute a ‘total ideology syndrome’. ES 

This ideology is a system of ideas structured with an abstraction at the 
centre, and given material embodiment in the text. It is identical with 
the knowledge and experience of ‘decisive’ absolute action. Such an 
entological security comes not from street battles, riots, and concrete 
acts of insurgence, but from intellectual arrogance. 3 

When ideology, the abstract will, the text, 1s legitimised by universal 
abstraction and the effective dictatorship of illusion, the totalisation of 
this confusion becomes the dominant expression of power to itself. At 
this point ideolocical projections aquire a three dimensional exactitude. 
The supersession of ‘truth’ with its double is no longer an anti-historical 
beat but a fact. The text has realised itself. In this assertion the 
particular names of ideologies disappear. They are all aspects of the 
spectacular text. ‘Work Makes You Free’ over the gates at Auschwitz is 
considered Fascist ideology, while ‘Take Your Desires For Reality’ is 
considered Left Communist ideology, but they are reversable, there's no 
difference - it’s all text. Even the roles and anti-roles of specifically 
ideological textual labour end up being considered as'no more than an 
epistemological base. 3 

Materialised ideology itself is the reification of the textual totality. 
The anti-history of ideologies has reached a self-reflexive form, the 
merging of the Spectacle and intellectual labour in the text. The spectac- 
ular text is maximised ideology because 1t exposes and manifests in its 
fullness the essence of all ideological systems. That is to say the impov- 
erishment and negation of any illusions behindist elements may still 
posses about’ ‘real’ life. The text is materially the atomization, separ- 
ation, and alienation of ‘social relations’ mined from ideologies of ‘truth’. 

The text, like ‘truth’, is the anti-life of what is already dead, anti-life 
moving within itself, within it’s own decomposition. If the psycho-derive 
enhances the psuedo-oppsoition between idealism ‘and materialism, then 
this text is the spectacular negation of such a fusion. The system of react- 
ionary seperate thought that posits-a hullucinatory divide between the 
‘real’ and representation is an abstraction that fails to recognise the need 
for the refusal of creativity. Instead it offers the big lie of (unwaged) 
labour reified to moral good and all its recuperations as‘the basis of a 
‘radical’ strategy. , § 

Fascination with self-contradiction is an obsessive ideological abstract- 
ion that forgets the law of contradiction in things, that is the law of the 
unity of opposites, the basic law of material dialectics. ‘Dialectics in a 
proper sense is the study of contradiction in the very essence of objects. 
Contradictoriness within a thing is a fundamental cause’ of its develop- 
ment. There is nothing that does not contain contradiction. And with- 
out contradiction nothing would exist. ts 

Ideology is present in every word of the text. the general function of 
ideology being that of supplying systems of signs and representations. 
The text allows recipients of spectacular ideology a psuedo-critique of 
consumption, linked to a suggested ‘use value’ which is the reverse of 
mediated and commodified exchange value. Ideology in the text is a 
representation of an illusuary ‘real’. It is a ‘false’ only in the ‘fact’ that 


it contains a truth referent. But then as everybody knows what is omited 


is more important than what is said. ; 
The rise of the post modem Cadre was the rise of the cultural specialist 


from the murky depths of the text. This Cadre created an endless ocean ~ 
on which all ideas sunk, a deluge of synthetic philosophies and their - 
tailismen, mystified opinions, pronouncements, texts, _performances,. - 


installations, the drift, psycho-geography, self-immolations, and an end-: 
less stream of revolutionary clap-trap. 
Cadre exposes the secret miseries of people like Jean Baudrillard who 
spent.their fruitless days compiling texts and teaching in universities. 


The imaginary world of the Cadre is its own double. The Cadre pretend | 


absolute sanity m a socety of simulacrum where there 1s an incessant 
sliding of the spectacular over illusions of the real: in which the referent 
is eaten alive here by the signified and there by the signifier. In this 
imagistic irreality, hyperreality, the copy is the original and the original 
the copy. Print/imprint, positive/negative, map/territory, menu/meal, 
image/reality, animal/reptile, space/time pose as oppositions in this 
unity and divisions within appearance, only to dissimulate so they may 
change place at will. This is the text where everything is what it appears: 
to be. ; : 

The Cadre has a vested interest in preserving a culture of separate - 


specialisms against a surrounding environment of philistinism.’A culture. - 
of schlock, kitsch; and assumed banalities. And when the Cadre speak of. - 
Plagiarism and Kitsch, it means respectively the culture of specialised: - 


consumption and the ‘anarchy’of mass consumption. Kitsch:to the Cadre’ 
is popular, commercial, art and literature: and yet the only thing that; 
separates the plagiarised texts admired by the Cadre fromi the tastes of’ 
the masses is the far more advanced state of decomposition to be found 
in the former. % 

Unburdened of its more pretentiously ‘untenable revolutionary games. 
and spectacular images of revolt, this marginal stratum and the relation: ; 


ships of its Cadre resist the concrete implications of the refusal of creat:.” 


ivity in favour of a generalised: psuedo-reform spearheaded through 
cultural criticism. The textual approach is the concentration‘.of super- 
ficial rebellion. The Cadre would like its opponents to listen to‘its siren 
song and become mesmerized by the apparent fact that theory Js the 
answer. The text is a world without time, a frozen ocean, it is an eternity 
of self-contemplation and inertia, in which ‘real’ world events are ripped 


The baleful: influence of the’ ° 


ee 


_from the ‘original’ plain of ‘history’ and crystallized in the realm of 
Spectacular mediations. This malaise is the ultimate masochistic zero, an 


empty moment, beyond the wildest fantasies of a Plato or Democritus. 
The text is a serenity and lacks the critical incision of radical consumpt- 
ion and the refusal of creativity. 

The cultural criticisms that certain Cadre produce and consume take 
the form of an incantation, the imposition of a ‘master narrative’ over a 
supposedly identified misery which is then attacked in spectacular con- 
fusion. This is the schizoANALysis of the Cadre, the theory, the ideo- 
logy, which gives rise to the monologuer, the ‘differand’, the double. 
The ‘differand’ has become engulfed by a master narrative and believes 
it to be the only narrative. Here the goal of one theory, one ideology, 
is the death of the other, and all others. Here at the base of Power we 
discover. the rational of all theories, all ideologies. Although the post 
modern is supposedly based on the anti-hierarchical refusal of work, of 
the author, this refusal is soon recuperated in creativity, in the demand 
that the ‘reader’ must ‘recreate’ any given text for themselves. Here we 
find a tyranny: based on an appearance of structurelessness, there a 
pre-constructed meaning despite, and indeed because of all the rhetoric, 
that we should make of things what we will. The post modern hierarchy, 
based:as it is on theoretical ability, is embeded in the text. 

The clique enjoy being ‘criticised’. They have reached a stage where 
they no longer recognise their own decomposition. Instead they’ve been 
overtaken by a spectacular fascination. These cultural specialists make a 
career out of the’ pseudo-recognition of decomposition. The clique 
attack ‘authority’ so that they may better pursue their own dreams 
of power: indeed it was through these attacks on authority that they be- 
came authorities in themselves. They are even cynical enough to admit 
that the poverty of their own perspective is merely a screen behind which 
they can more effectively struggle for power. 

The clique no longer feel the need for justification. Instead they wear 
their refusal to justify themselves as a veritable badge of ‘radicalism’. 
Their apparent rejection of their own theories is:the spectacular peak of 
their ideological position. They do not even deny that their refusal to 
justify themselves is‘the most spectacular of all justifications. The clique 
are well versed in the art of double-think. To say that people are no 
longer gullible is a polite way of saying they are cynical. We know every- 
thing is false, especially our apparent loss of gullibility. 

The text is silent anti-life, it is the fusion between ideology and schizo- 
phrenia, placing it at the centre of the cultural-economic process of the 
materialization of ideology. Where-ever there is text there is a suppres- 
sion of the refusal of creativity and the proliferation of anti-dialectical 
false-consciousness. ‘This text openly speaks about the refusal of creativ- 
ity without.ever really addressing it. Indeed its creation represents the 
actual negation of the thing it seeks to articulate. This internalised 
acceptence of the text, the dominant ideology, labour reified to moral 
good; can only be overcome by an absolute refusal of creativity between 
1990 and 1993. Between those dates we will abandon the construction of 
texts that attempt to articulate the refusal of creativity and yet always 
retum to where’ they began, having never really left the empty heart of 
capitalist ideology. Between 1990 and 1993 we will not produce art, texts, 
works, of any description. 


FROM AUTHOR TO AUTHORITY 


WITHOUT doubt intellectual labour creates the most insidious of all 
power relations to be found in the imploding universe of post-industrial 
capital, : 

In a state of nature, a war of all against all, power was derived from 
physical superiority. But there never was a war of all against all, and the 
state of nature was constructed from capitalist ideology a long time 
after the (ficticious) event. 

In the beginning there was primitive community. And perhaps even 
then there were practices established by tradition that institutionalised 
power.: Of course a leader has always had to be strong but this has never 
been simply a case of physical strength, there must also be mental agility 
and strength of personality (a certain alignment in the character armour). 

There, will always be a difference between theory and ideology. While 
ideologies are constructed by those in power, or those who overtly seek 
power, theorists create situations in which their covert bids for power are 
masked by a cloak of pseudo-invisibility. 

Theorists start out as authors and end up as authorities. And while the 
casual reader fails to hear the the crack of the whip, the mark it inscribes 
on their every action is all the more visible to those who can see. If you 
want a vision of the future imagine the present extended indefinately. 


THE ANTI-ESSENTIALIST: situationism and schizophrenia 


THE situationist demand for continual domination of the present over 
the past was a demand to live in a state of schizophrenia. 


4 


a)Counter-Revolutionary Acts. 
va 


It was not until mass transportation systems reduced the cost of travel to 


“a price within the consumptive capacities of the majority that tourism 


became a pejorative term. By self-consciously performing the role of 
‘tourist’ an artist appears to rise above such roles while actively descend- 
ing beneath them. Through occult inversion leisure is experienced as 
labour. The dialectic of production and consumption is extended to a 
fresh sphere. Tourism is purchased as the raw material of art. Capitalism 
recuperates itself as culture. 
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b)On Developing Multiple Personalities. 


Festa 
Wanting to be ‘one’s-self’ is just as alienated as wanting to be someones oy 


else, There is no qualitative difference. 


c)The Realisation and Suppression of Individuality. ; pte 
Individuality is to be realised and suppressed: by the act of communi 
revolution. It is to be superseded by collective inactivity in the abandon- 
ment of expression globally. 


€ 


d)List of Names Insulted. 


a 


Guy Debord, Gilles Deleuze, Felix Guattari. we 


NB The term ‘situationism’ is a calculated insult. Situationist’ shsory was 
just as ideological as that of any other ‘ism’, 


NETWORKING 


MAIL art, postal art, or correspondence art, as it is sometimes called, is a 
system whereby a network of ‘individuals’ (perhaps five or ten or even 
twenty thousand worldwide) exchange writing and visual images using 
the international postal system as the vehicle through which they operate 
this exchange. Of course no one ‘individual’ manages:'to exchange with 
every other ‘individual’ in the network: but each ‘postal artist” is aware 
that they are participating in a communications structure known as ‘the 
international mail art network’, and is open to exchanging writing and 
imagery with anyone else who participates, or wishes to participate, in 
the network. This is of course subject to the financial and physical 
limitations imposed on any given ‘postal artist’ by the number of ex- 
changes they are already making. 

Such a system reproduces paPtacthy on the level of two way commun- 
ications the information overload that bombards all those who are 
exposed to the one way communication networks of a media society. 
And the burden of an information overload in a‘:two way communic- 
ation system is far greater than that in one way systems: information 
is not only absorbed, it has to be responded to. : 
doubt at the forefront of the global movement of colonisation as the 
conditions of capitalist domination advance beyond what was previous- 
ly considered its decadent phase. 

The term Mail Art is however a misnomer. The written, drawn, painted, 
and printed words, images, and objects are exchanged in kind, they are 
not mediated by the more advanced monetary exchanges of the capitalist 
epoch. The vast majority of pieces exchanged have no mionetary value 
and so cannot be considered art, a sub-division of: reification which is 
characterised by a high monetary exchange value as well as an ideological 
content. Some pieces of ‘postal art’ might be commoditized at a later 


date and traded for money but this is a potential unlikely to be realised: 


in the fore-seeable future, and until it occurs the artifacts concerned 
cannot strictly be considered art. 
because their ‘creators’ believe that the labour put into these productions 
is somehow of ‘moral value’. 
taken on a quasi-religious significance which is conce ptualisedias | ‘creativ- 
ity’ (the idea that intellectual and image producing labour:are their own 


reward and should be pursued by the virtuous regardless of whether one > 
Followers of this creed‘often confuse’ the: % 
terms ‘art’ (those products of creativity which through a random select-:, \ 
ion process have come to be used by capitalists as a ‘means ‘of storing? ; 
surplus value when the monetary economy is being ravaged by} inflation) : 4 kc 
‘Individuals’ who believe that ‘creativity’ lifts them into a: : 


is being paid for doing so). 


and creativity. 
state of ‘moral grace’ often neurotically over produce images, objects : and { 


texts with the result that there is a glut of such work and the majority of: 


it will be forever valueless and unwanted. pears 


majority of them suffer from the false consciousness of individy dualism) 
they would remain powerless to alter the situation they find them: a 
in unless they were prepared to abandon their ‘creative’ production 
pre-capitalist societies the image was often a powerful instrument in. 
self: but today it is mecessary to have access to prestigious® 
ideological dissemination (the billboard, tv, national press ete ¢ 
image to ‘create’ any impact. It would be necessary to seize the 
of production and consumption before ‘autonomous ct dene 
have any import: but the very act of smashing capitalism by seiz re 
its infra-structure would mark the abolition of the creative — t 
oppressive social separations. >, 
Recent trends within ‘Mail Art’ 
Fluxism, Mailism, comes Tourism’ H. R. eer show just how 


movements such as ‘Mail Art’ reflect the global movement of | Ce re tal + 


and capital, 
ion and into scrmnnat isn, Much could be made of the parallels b 
‘Mail Art’ and that other ‘misnamed' soft cop ‘community art’. ie 
The ‘Postal Artist’ is typical of the white male under capital (al E 
obviously there are black and female artists) and indeed has pn 
common with the ‘revolutionary milieu’ and activists ‘of all kinds 
these people accept the capitalist demand that they justify’ thejr 


p veal 
atwee 


alienated social relations learnt to slack off, quit their ener aband on 


creativity, forget about the task of organisation. It should be obvious 


. the: 


activism, politics, creativity. 


Mail Art is without _ 


Most ‘Mail Art’ pieces. are produced — 


For the people involved the work ethic has - 


Oe 


by now that capitalism is based on overproduction (surplus value) and 
‘is,consequently most threatened by radical inactivity. 

course our analysis may be incorrect but at least it can be put to 
the:test. For the three years between 1990 and 1993 we will be abandon- 
in all. forms of creativity, activism, cultural intervention. Three years is 
‘minimium period over which the impact of such a strategy can be 
"assessed: We do not necessarily expect to overthrow capitalism by the 


= - end of this period as no doubt the recuperators of both left and right 


do their utmost to maintain the endless reproduction of the system 
we oppose. - However we are optimistic about a successful conclusion to 
this; project. We are giving ourselves until 1990 to speak out against 
After that we will spend a minimium of 
three a in silence — a genuine refusal of dialogue. Join us! 


THE ECSTACY OF ALIENATION 


UNDER bourgeois conditions the atomised ‘individual’ is a consumer of 
therapies; therapies which inscribe the order of authority upon the social 
body: therapies which carcumscribe a ‘self’ around the ‘atomised ‘individ- 
ual’. A ‘self’ which believes ‘itself’ to be ruggedly ‘individual’. So much 
so that it longs for an ‘other' to oppose to ‘itself’. It longs to remake the 
world of appearance in the image of this ‘other’ as ‘proof positive’ of 
its own ‘blissful’ separation from the enviroment that encases it. 

The atomised ‘individual’ lies postrate before the pseudo-insights of a 
psychology concerned with reinforcing the separations associated with 
the so called ‘personality’. The psycho- analytic cults of capital find in 
‘therapy’ a substitute for the now discredited ‘religious’ mystifications 
of earlier epochs. In keeping with the dynamic of ‘self-managed alien- 
ation’ with which we are oppressed under ‘democratic capitalism’ ‘com- 
munication, participation, and play’ are quite deliberately confused 
with their polar opposite — life. According to the psycho-analytic 
therapists these ecstatic alienations are to be prefered to the immediacy 
of living. 

In contrast to the ‘doubts induced by ‘self-analysis’ the proletarian 
movement :is in no way uncertain of its own outlines. It does not long 
to remake :the world in its own image because it denies the reality of 
this world of Sopearene’s. 


PHILOSOPHY IN THE BATHROOM 


‘Art in the époch of its dissolution, a negative movement which seeks the 
transcendence of art in a historical society where history is not yet lived, 
is simultaneously an art of change and the pure expression of impossible 
change. The more’ “grandiose its reach, the more its true realisation is 
beyond it. This art is forcibly in the ‘vanguard’, and it ‘is not’. Its 
vanguard is its disappearance.’ 

Guy Deport “Ue: 190 Society Of The Spectacle’. 


PRACTICAL: philosophy discovers its experimental method in the 
‘creation of situations. One situation we are creating deploys language to 
examine ‘and undermine western philosophical notions about the nature 
of individuality. To take part in this situation it is necessary to put out a 
-magazine: called ‘Smile’ and/or adopt the name Karen Eliot. There 


a already exist more than a score of Smile magazines worldwide, and 


aren Eliots. Karen Eliot is the name chosen/invented by Karen 
) fefer to an ‘individual’ human being who can be anyone. Karen 
a context, not a person. The name is fixed the people using it 
Smile is a name that refers to an international magazine with 
The name is fixed the type of magazines using it aren't. 
Tpose of many different magazines and people using the same 

is to create a situation for which no one in particular is responsible 
1 undermines capitalist notions of individuality, identity, and ultim- 

P ownership by showing that these concepts depend upon nominalism 
han a genuine material referent. 


; i To di ale ctically advance beyond a situation that examines and under- 


es western philosophical notions of creativity (labour reified to 
I jood) we will employ the negation of language (silence). For 
€ years between 1990 and 1993 we will refuse to produce and 
inate ‘work’ or participate in activities that are considered ‘creat- 
yhether this be in the sphere of ‘art’, ‘politics’, or ‘philosophy’. 
reject all the soft, ‘oppositional’, and easily recuperated options 
‘ t ticipation in the capitalist system. That is to say we will refuse any 
ogue in the discourses of ‘art’, ‘politics’, and ‘philosophy’. If we are 
di to work for a living during this period it will be in uncreative 
yction as slaves of wage labour and not as agents of recuperation 
odifying the world through cultural activities. We are not seeking 
roy meaning but rather to shake it off. Join us by joining the 
1 of creativity. We have gone beyond art, beyond the somewhat 
subtle recuperations of the unitary triad (communication, particip- 
» and play realised: through creativity) but we will not ‘advance’ 
d recuperation until we have abandoned our activism, until we 
ttained the realisation of our abandonment of creativity. 


SECOND MANIFESTATION OF PRAXIS 


TRUTH, like power, always flows in two directions. 
There is no place for tolerance in experimental philosophy. 
What we say and what we do are the totality of our PRAXIS, the basis 
of our dialectic, and because we believe in the immanent contradictori- 
ness of things, they are necessarily in contradiction. 


REP E CONDITIONS SURROUNDING CREATIVITY bal 
= on *c.¢ “Having rejected a number of articles as substandard. 


THERE are so many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best 
to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation of this 
text. f 
Having cut the article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half 
because our critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom, 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either dealt with 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough ‘to 
follow our methodology. . ; _3 

Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ size because in its 
previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single 
issue, 

Having rejected a number of articles as substandard. _ a 

Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism and.the ‘new 
underground’ press. e 

Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter- 
national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- 
munist Group, the International Communist Party, A Communist Effort, 
and various other ultra-left groups and found nothing that ‘inspired’ us to 
detoumement. # 

We (Karen Eliot, Kevin Callan, and S.H.) are left with a shortfall of 
‘work’ for this issue. And so, having decided not to reproduce an article 
from an earlier issue to ascertain how attentively we are read, we are left 
with no option but to knock off yet another piece on the necessity for 
the refusal of creativity. But rather than just rehash the same old argu- 
ments in a succession of different phrases we will instead begin to assert 
this refusal by repeating this short text until we have filled the required 
space. 

‘There are So many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best 

to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation of this 
text. ‘ 
Having cut the article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half 
because our critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom, 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either dealt with 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough to 
follow our methodology. 

Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ size because in its 
previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single 
issue. 

Having rejected a number of articles as substandard. } 

Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism ‘and the ‘new 
underground’ press. 

Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter- 
national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- 
munist Group, the International Communist Party,,A Communist Effort, 
and various other ultra-left groups and found nothing that “‘inspired’ us to 
detournement. a 

We (Karen Eliot, Kevin Callan, and S.H.) are left with a shortfall of 
‘work’ for this issue. And so, having decided not to reproduce an article 
from an earlier issue to ascertain how attentively we are read, we are left 
with no option but to knock off yet another piece on the necessity for 
the refusal of creativity. But rather than just rehash the same old argu- 
ments in a succession of different phrases we will instead begin to assert 
this refusal by repeating this short text until we have filled the required 
space. ‘ 


There are so many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best-. 
to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation of this ‘ 


text. 


follow our methodology. 


Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ size because in its. 


previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single: 
issue. é 

Having rejected a number of articles as substandard. 4 ; 
Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism and the ‘new: 
underground’ press. ; ; 
Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter-’ 


national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- : 
munist Group, the International Communist Party, A Communist Effort, ° / 
and various other ultra-left groups and found nothing that ‘inspired’ us to > - 


detournement, 


We (Karen Eliot, Kevin Callan, and S.H.) are left with a shortfall of | : 
‘work’ for this issue. And so, having decided not to reproduce‘an article * : 
from an earlier issue to ascertain how attentively we are read, we are left © - 
with no option but to knock off yet another piece on the necessity for 
the refusal of creativity. But rather than just rehash the same old argu- ' 
ments in a succession of different phrases we will instead begin to assert. : 
this refusal by repeating this short text until we have filled the required: \ 


€ 


space. 


There are so many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best ; 
to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation‘of this . 


text. = 


Having cut the article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half / 


because our critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom; 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either dealt with: 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough to’ 
follow our methodology. Sa 
Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ size because in its 
previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single 
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Having cut the article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half * 
because our critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom, | 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either-dealt with> ‘ 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough to: ‘ 


isssue: 


Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism:and the ‘new 
underground’ press. 

Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter- 
national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- 
munist Group, the International Communist Party, A Communist Effort, 
and. various other ultra-left groups and found nothing that ‘inspired’ us to 
detournement. 

We (Karen Eliot, Kevin Callan, and S.H.) are left with a shortfall of 
‘work’ for this issue. And so, ‘having decided not to reproduce an article 
from an earlier issue to ascertain how attentively we are read, we are left 
with no option but to knock off yet another piece on the necessity for 
the refusal of creativity. But rather than just rehash the same old argu- 
ments ina succession of different phrases we will instead begin to assert 
this refusal by repeating this short text until we have filled the required 
space, 

There are so many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best 
to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation of this 
text. 

Having cut the article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half 
because our critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom, 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either dealt with 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough to 
follow our methodology. 

Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ size because in its 
previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single 
isssue; 

Having rejected a number of articles as substandard. 

Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism-and the ‘new 
underground’ press. 

Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter- 
national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- 
munist Group, the International Communist Party, A Communist Effort, 
and various other ultra-left groups and found nothing that ‘inspired’ us to 
detournement. 

We (Karen Eliot, Kevin Callan, and S.H.) are left with a shortfall of 
‘work’ for.this issue: And so, having decided not to reproduce an article 
from an earlier issue:to ascertain how attentively we are read, we are left 
with no option but to knock off yet another piece on the necessity for 
the refusal-of creativity. But rather than just rehash the same old argu- 
ments in a’succession of different phrases we will instead begin to assert 
this refusal. by repeating this short text until we have filled the required 
space. : 

There are so many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best 
to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation of this 
text. j 

Having cut. the} article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half 
because our ‘critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom, 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either dealt with 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough to 
follow our methodology. 

Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ size because in its 
previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single 
isssue: 

Having:rejected a number of articles as substandard. 

Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism and the ‘new 
underground’ press. 

Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter- 
national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- 
munist Group, the International Communist Party, A Communist Effort, 
and various other ultra-left groups and found nothing that ‘inspired’ us to 
detournement. 

We (Karen Eliot, Kevin Callan, and S.H.) are left with a shortfall of 
‘work’ for this issue: And so, having decided not to reproduce an article 
from an earlier issue to ascertain how attentively we are read, we are left 
with no option but to knock off yet another piece on the necessity for 
the refusal of creativity. But rather than just rehash the same old argu- 
ments in a succession of different phrases we will instead begin to assert 
this refusal by repeating this short text until we have filled the required 
space. « 

There: are so many ways in which we could begin but perhaps it is best 
to start by explaining the conditions that surround the creation of this 
text, : 

Having cut the article ‘Beyond Chaos, Beyond Coherence’ by half 
becalise our critiques of progress, originality, authenticity, freedom, 
pleasure, communication, participation, and play, were either dealt with 
elsewhere or become self-evident to any reader attentive enough to 


: follow our methodology. 
‘- Having cut ‘Anarchist’ to one fifth of its ‘original’ s. 


yecause in its 
previous format it was self-indulgent and too long to fit in a single 
isssue: 

Haying rejected a number of articles as substandard. 


5 Having ‘failed’ to write projected pieces on terrorism and the ‘new 
“ underground’ press. 


*. Having looked through material by Solidarity, the Situationist Inter- 
‘national, The International Communist Current, the International Com- 
munist Group........ 


ADVICE FROM YOUR MARXIST ASTROLOGER 


negate everything and await a dialectical resolution 


“| DIDN'T KNOW THE MEANING 
OF GLAMOUR UNTIL I STARTED 
SHOOTING SMACK” 


“NOW I’M 
A STAR” 

| used to wake up in the morning thinking my life was pointless and wondering 
what to do with my time. 
Now everyone wants to know me. 
Dealers, cops, social workers, psychiatrists, pimps, journalists. 
The whole crew. 
| don’t get a minute to myself 
| have to keep up two homes. 
One an inner city slum where the media can film and interview me. 


The other a country mansion where | can retire for the odd weekend off from my 
work as a professional junkie. 


et Hip. HEROIN IS REALLY CHIC 
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